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May it pleaſe Your Majeſty, 


8 HE Elis THRA TRR 
SL OL: #3 rhrows itſelt, with This Play, 
re a Your MAJESTY Feet, 
Roe, = for Favour end Support. 
if; E #2 As their Fublick Dive ſions 
are a ſtrong Indication of the Genius of 
a People; rhe following Scenes are an 
Attempt to Eſtabliſh ſuch, as are fit to 
ey En- 


DEDICATION. 


Entertain the Minds of a ſenſible Nation; 
and to wipe off that Aſperſion of Barba- 
rity, which the Yirtuofi among our Neigh- 
bours, have ſometimes thrown upon our 
Taſte. 

The Provok'd Husband is, at leaſt, an In- 
ſtance, that an Exgliſ Comedy may, to an 
unuſual Number of Days, bring many 
'tThou'ands of His Majeſty's good Subjects 
together, to their Emolument and Delight, 
with Innocence. And however little Share 


- 


of that Merit my unequal Pen may pretend 
to, yet I hope the — Admirers of Sir 


John Vaabrugh will allow I have, at worſt, 
been a careful Guardian of his Orphan 
Mule, by leading it into Your Majeſty's 
Royal Protection. 

The Deſign of this Play being chiefly 
to expoſe, and reform the licentious Ir- 
regularities that, too often, break in up- 
on the Peace and Happineſs of the Mar- 


ried State; Where could ſo hazardous 
and unpopular an Undertaking be lecure, 


but in the Protection of a PrkINCEss, 
whoſe Exemplary Conjugal Virtues have 
given ſuch Illuftrious Proof, of what 


tublime Felicity that holy State is ca- 


pable ? 


And though a Crown is no certain ' 


Title to Content; yet to the Honour of 
| that 
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DEDICATION. 


that Inſtitution be it ſaid, the Royal Har- 
mony of Hearts that now inchants us 
from the Throne, is a Reproach to the 
frequent Diſquiet of thoſe many inſenſible 
Subjects about it, who (from His Maje- 
ſty's Paternal Care of his People) have 
more leiſure to be Happy: And *tis our 
Qurexn's peculiar Glory, that we often 
ſee Her as Eminently rais'd above her 
Circle, in private Happineſs, as in Dig- 
nity. 

Yet Heaven, MA DAM, that has placed 
You on ſuch Height, to be the more con- 
ſpicuous Pattern of your Sex, bad till 
left your Happineſs Imperfect, had it not 
given thoſe ineſtimable Trealures of your 
Mind, and Perſon, to the only Prince on 
Earth, that could have deſerv'd them: A 
Crown receiv'd from Any, but the Hap- 
py Monarch's Hand, who inveſted You 
with This, which You now adorn, had 
only ſeem'd the Work of Fortune: But 


Thus beſtow'd, the World acknowledges 


it the due Reward of PRO VI ůUB“EN CE, 
2 — You once ſo gloriouſly Re- 
gd. | 
But as the Fame of ſuch elevated Vir- 
tue has lifred the Flain Addreſſes of a 
whole Nation into Eloquence, the beſt 
repeated Eulogiums on that Theme, are 
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DEDICATION. 


but Intruſions on Your Majeſty's greater 
Pleaſure of ſecretly deſerving them. I 
therefore beg leave to ſubſcribe my ſelf, 


May it pleaſe Your MaJjEesTy, 


Your Majeſty's moſs Devoted, 


Moſt Obedient, and 
Moſt Humble Servant, 


_ 
ColLLEY CiBBER. 
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AVING takten upon me, in the Prologue to 

this Play, to give the Auditors ſome ſhort 
A count of ti at Part of it which Sir 7 Yozirugh 
left untiniſh'd, and not thinking it acviſeavie, in 
that Place, to limit their Judgment dy fo high a 
Commeiidation, as I thought it deferv'd; I have 
therefore, for the Sati-f ction of the Curious, print- 
ed the whole of what he wrote, fcparately. under 
the Single I itle he gave it, of A Foxrney t9 Len- 
«a, Without preſuming to alter a Line. 

Yet when I own, that in my laſt Converſation 
with kim, (which chiefly turn'd upon wht he had 
done towards a Comedy) he excus'd his pot ſhews 
ing it me, till he had review'd it, conteifing the 
Scenes were yet undigeſted, too long, and it regu— 
lar, particularly in tne Lower Characters, I have 
but one Excuſe tor publiſhing, what he never Ce- 
fgn'd ſhould come into the World, as it then was, 
412, I had no other way of taking thoſe many Faults 
to my felt, which may be jultly touud in my pre- 
fuming to finiſk it. 

However, a Judicious Reader will find in his 
Original Papers, that the Characters are ſtrongly 
drawn, new, {pirited, and natural, taken trom 
ſenſible Obſervations on high and lower Lite, and 
from a juſt Indignation at the Follies in t.thion. 
All I could gather from him of what he intended 

41 in 


To the READER. 


in the Cataſtrophe, was, that the Conduct of his 
Imaginary Fine Lady had fo provok'd him, that he 
defigu'd actually to have made her Husband turn 
her out of his Doors. But when his Performance 
came after his Deceaſe, to my Hands, I thought 
fuch violent Meaſures, ho ever jult they might be 
in real Life, were too ſcvere for Comedy, and 
would want the proper Surprize, Which is. due to 
the End of a Play. Theretore with much ado 
(and 'twas as much as | cou'd do, with t robabili- 
ty) I preſerv'd the Lady's Chattity, that the Senſe 
of her Errors might make a Reconciliation not Im- 
practicable; And l hope the Mitigation of her Sen- 


tence has been, ſince, jultitted, by its Succels. 


My Inclination to preſerve as much as poffible 
of Sir Fohn, I ſoon ſaw haddrawn the Whole into 
an unuſual Length; the Reader will therefore find 
here a Scene or two of the Lower Humour, that 
were left out atter the firſt Day's Preſentation. 

The Favour the Town has ſhewn to the higher 
Characters in this Play, is a Proof, that their Taſte is 
not wholly vitiated, by the barbarous Entertaiuments 
that have been lo cxpentively ſet off to corrupt it: 
But, while the Repetition of the belt old Plays is 
apt to give Satiety, and good new Ones are fo 
ſcarce a Commodity, we mult not wonder, that 
the poor Actors are lometimes forced to trade in 
Traſh for a Livelihood. 

[ cannot yet take leave of the Reader, without 
endeavouring todo Juiticeto thoſe Principal Actors, 
who have fo evidently contributed to the Support 
of this Comedy: And I with I could leparate the 
Praites due to them, trom the fec:et Vanity of an 
Author: For all | can fay will (till intinuate, that 
they cou'd not have dv highly Jexcell'd, unlefs the 
Skill of the Writer had given them proper Occa— 
fion. However, as I had rather appear vain, than 

unthauktal, 


To the READER. 


unthankful, I will venture to ay of Mr. e, 
that in the laſt Act, I never faw any Paſſion take 
ſo natural a Polleflion Ot an Actor, or any Actor 
take ſo tender a Polleſſion of his Auditors, 
Mr. Milli too, is contels'd by every Body, to have 
ſurpriz'd them, by 10 far excelling himtelt —-- But 
there is no doing Right to MIirs. OI fied, v ithout 
putting People in mind of what others, of great 
Merit, have wanted to come near her ----- * | is not 


enough to ſay ſhe Here Out- did her uſual Excel-_ 


lence. I might therefore juſtly leave her to the con- 
ſtant Ad miration of thole Spectators, who have the 
Pleaſure of living while She is an Actrels. But as 
this is not the only Time She has been the Lite ot what 
I have given the Publick, ſo perhaps my ſaying a 
little more of ſo memorable an Actreſs, may give 
this Play a Chance to be read, when the People of 
this Age ſhalſbe Anceſtors ——— May it therefore 
ive Emulation to .our Succeſlors of the Stage, to 

Cow. That to the ending of the Year 1727, a 
Co- temporary Comedian relates, that Mrs. O14fie/d 
was, then, in her highelt Excellence of Action, 
happy in all the rarely-tound Requilites, that meet 
in one Perſon to compleat them tor the Stage 
She was in Stature jult riling to that Heignt, where 
the Graceful can only begin to ſhew it telt; ot a 
lively Aſpect, and a Command in her Mien, that 
like the principal Figure in the fineſt Paintings, firſt 
ſeizes, and longeſt delights the Eye of the Spectator. 
Her Voice was ſweet, ſtrong, piercing, and melo- 
dious : her Pronunciation voluble, ditlin&, and 
muſical; and her Emphaſis always placed where 
the Spirit of the Senſe, in her Feriods, only de— 
manded it. If She delighted more in the Higher 
Comick, than the I ragick Strain, 'twas becautc the 
lalt is too often written in a lotty Diſregard ot Na- 
ture. But in Characters of modern practis'd Lite, 
f the. 


To teREADER. 


ſhe found occations to add the particular Air and 
Manner which diſtinguiſn'd the aitterent Humours 
ſhe preſented. Whereas in Tragedy, the Manner 
of Speaking varies, as little, as the Blank Verle it 
is written in -—— She had one peculi:r Happineſs 
from Nature ſhe look'd aid maintain'd the Agree» 
able at 4 time, when other Fine Women only raiſe 
Ad nirers by their Undceritanding The Spe- 
ctatat was always as much intormed by her Eves, 
as her Elocu ion; for the Look is the only Froof 
that an Actor rightly conceives What he utters, 
thcre being (carce an luſtance, where the Eyes do 
their Part, that the Elocurion is known to be faul- 
ty. | he Qualities ſhe had acquired, were the Gen- 
zeel and the i legaut. i he one in her Air, and 
the other in her Drets. never had her Equal on the 
Stage; and the Ornaments ſhe herſelf provided, 
(particutarly in this Play) feem'd in all Reſpects the 
Farapheraalia of a Woman ot Quality. And of 
that Hort were the Characters ſhe chicfly excell'd in; 
but her natural good Senſe, and lively Turn of 
Converſitivun made her Way to ecaſy to Ladies of 
the high {it Rink, that it i, a leſs Wonder, if on 
the Stage ſſe ſometimes was, what might have be- 
come the tinctt Woman in real Life to have ſup- 
ported. | 


Theatre- Royal, 
Jan. 27. g 
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PROLOG UE, 


Spoken by Mr. VIL XVS. 


HIS Play took Birth from Principles of Truth, 
To male Amends for Errors paſt, of Youth. 
A Bard, that's now no mcre, in riper Days, 

Conſcious revieu*d the Licence of his Plays : 
And though Applauſe his wanton Muſe had fd, 
Himſelf condems.'d ht ſenſual Minds admir'd, 
At length, he own'd, thai Plays ſhould let you ſee 
Net only, It hat you re, but Ought to le: 
Thouoh Vice was natural, 'twas neter meant, 
The >raze jhoutd heit, but for Puniſi ment! 
Warm with hart Ihounkt, his Mine once more took Flame, 
Reſol+''d ro bring ticenti- us Life to Shame, 
Such was ihe Piece hi, lateſi Pen def gu'd, 
But left no lraces of his Plan te! ind. 
Laxuriaaut Lcenes, untrun'd, or half contriv'd; 
let, threugh the Maſs, his Native Fire ſurviv'd: 
Rough, as rich „se, in Mines the Treaſare lay, 
Yet ſill was Rich aud forms it length a Play. 
In which i.e bold Compiler boaſts no Meri, 
But that his Pains haue ſad' l you Scenes of Spirit. 
Net Scenes, that would a roſy Joy impart, 
But ſuch as huſh the Mind, and warm the Heart, 
From Praiſe of Hands 1.0 ſure Acct he draws, 
But fixt Attention 1s ſincere _— 
If then (for hard, you'll own the Ia his Art 
Can to thoſe Embrion-Scenes new Liſe impart, 
The Living proudly would exclude his Lays, 
Ard to the Buried Bard reſign the Praiſe. 


Dramatis 


| 
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ö 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Hons Townly, of a Regular Life, Mr. Wilks, 
y Townly, immoderate in her 
1 ot Pleaſures. Mrs. Oldfield. 
y Grace, Siſter to Lord Townly, Me 

of Exemplary Virtue. _—_—_ het 

- Manly, her Admirer. | Mr. Mills, ſen; 
ir Francis Wronghead, A Countr 

Gentleman. N P Mr. Cibber, 

Lady Wronghead,> Wife; in- 
clin'd to ve Mrs. Thurmond. 

La fine Lady. 


ſen. 


Squire Richard, | | Son 3a meer 
| Whelp. 


Miſs Jenny, 7 his > Daughter ; } 


F Young Wetherelt. 


| Pert, and . 
| | Forward. Crs. Cibber, 
John Moody. : | | Servant; an 
| Honeſt 5 Mr. Miller. 
3 _ Clown. 
Count Baſſe, A Gameſter. Mr. Bridgwater, 


Mrs. Motherly, One that lets Lodgings. Mrs. Moore. 


2 her Niece, {&duc'd by the i * FOG 


Mrs. Truſty, Lady Townly's Woman. Mrs, Mills, ” 


Maſqueraders, Conſtable, Servants, c. 


The SCEN E, Lord Townly's Houſe, and 


ſometimes Sir Francis's Lodgings. 


THE 


> 
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PROVOK D HUSBAN PD; 


Or, A IJouRNEY o LONDON. 
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ACT L SCENETL 
SCE NE, Lord Townly's Apartment. 


Lord TOWN IL x ſolus. 


r did I marry ! Was is not 
evident, my plain, rational Scheme of 
Life was impr..icable, with a Woman of 
| ſo different a way of Thinking; 
Is there one Article of it, that ſhe has 

not broke in upon? Yes 
let me do her Juſtice — her Reputation That 
— I have no Reaſon to believe is in Queſtion — 
But then how long her profligate Courſe of Pleaſures 
may make her able to keep it — is a ſhocking Queſti- 
on! inter Preſumption while ſhe keeps i. —— in- 
ſupport:ble! For on the Pride of that krvle Virtue, ſhe 
ſeems to lay it down, as a fundamental Point, that 
the free Indulgence of every other Vice, this fertile 
Town affords, is the Birth-right Prerogative of a Wo- 
| man 


16 ThePrRovok'dHusBAND; or, 


man of Quality Amazing! that a Creature ſo 
warm inte Purſuit of her Plerſures, ſhould never 
caſt one Thought towards her Happineſs -——— 
Thus, while ſhe admits no Lover, ſhe thinks it a 
greater Merit ſtill, in her Chaſtity, not to care for her 
Husband; and. while ſhe herſelt is ſolacing in one 
continual Round of Cards and good Company, He, 
poor Wretch! is left, at large, to take Qre of his own 
Contentment — 'Tis time, indeed, ſome Care were 
taken, and ſpeedily there ſhall be — Vet let me not 
be raſh Perhaps this Diſappointment of my Heart 
may make me too Impatientz and ſome Tempers, 
when reproach'd, grow more untrattable, —— Here 
ſhe comes — Let me be calm a while, 
Enter Lady Townly. 

Going out fo ſoon after Dinner, Madam? 

La. Town, Lard, my Lord! what can I, poſſibly, 
do, at Home ? 
I. Townly. What does my Siſter, Lady Grace, do 
at Home ? 

La, Town. Why the is to me Amazing! Have you 
ever any Picaſure at Home ? 

L. Town, It might be in your Power, M:;dam, I 
confeſs, to make it a little more Comfortable to me. 

La. Town. Comfortable! and ſo, my good Lord, 
you would really have a Woman of my Rank and 


Spirit, ſtay at Home to Comfort her Husband! Lord! 


what Notions of Life ſome Men have? 

L. Town, Don't you think, Madam, ſome Ladies 
Notions are full as Extravagant ? 

La. Town, Yes, my Lord, when the Tame Doves 
live coop'd within the Penn of your Precepts, I da 
think em Prodigious indeed! 

L. Town, And when they fly wild about this Town, 
Madam, pray what muſt the World think of 'em then? 

La. Town, Oh! this World is not ſ@ ill-bred, as to 
quarrel with any Woman, for liking it. 

L. Town, Nor am I, Midam, a Husband { well 


bred, as to bear my V.ile's being ſo fond of it; in 


mort, the Life you lead, Madam 5 
La. TIou x. 
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4. Town. ls, to me, the pleaſanteſt Lite in the 
World. 

L. Ion. 1 ſhould not diſpute your Taſte, Madam, 
if a Woman had a Rig et o p eaſe no Body but her 
ſelf. 

La. Town. Why, whom wou'd you have her pleaſe? 

L. Tewn. Somet'mes her Husba 4. | 

La. 1-wn. Ad don't you think a Husband under 


the ſame Ovligation ? 


L. Town. Certainly, 

La. Town. Why then we are agreed, my ord- — 
For it I never go abroad, *till I am wearv of being at 
home which you know is the Calc rs It 
not equally reaſonable, not to come home till one's A 
weary of being abroad! ; 

L. Town, It this be xour Rule of Life, Madam, 't18 
time to ask you one ſerigus QueFion, 

La. Town, Don't let it be long a coming then — 
for I am in haſte, | 

L. Town, Midam, when I am ſerious, I expect a 
ſerious Anſwer. | 

La. Town. Before I know the Queſtion ? 

L. Town, Pſhah have Il Puwer, Madam, to 
make you ſerious, by Intreaty ? 

La. Town. You bave 

L. Town. Ard you promiſe to anſwer me ſincerely? 

La. I. wn, Sincerely. . 

L. Town, N w then recollect vour Thoughts, and 
tell me ſeri flu, Why you married Me? 

La. Town, Vu infiſt upon Truth, you ſay? 

L. Town, | think I bave a Right to it 

La. Town, Why then, my L. d, to give you, at 
once, a Pioof of my Obedience, and Scene { 1 
think I married -—- to take ft thr Reftraing, 
that lay upon my Pleaſures, while I was a fingle Wo- 
man, 

L. Town, How Madam! is any Woman under leſs 
Reſtraint after Marriage, than before it? 

La Town O my Lord! my Lord! they are quite 
different Creatures! Wiyes have infinite Liberties in 

| Life, 


18 ThePrRovok'd HusBAND; oy, 


Life, that would be terrible in an unmarried Woman 
to t. ke. 

L. Towwn, Name one, 

La. Town. Fifty, if you pleaſe to begin then, 
in the Myr ing A married Woman may bave 
Men at her I iet, invite then to Dinner, :ppoint 
them a Porty, a S:age-Box it the Play; engrul> the 
Converſation there, c' em by their Chriſtian Names; 
talk louder than the Pllyers; -— From thence jaunt 
into the City —— take a frolickſome Supper at an 
Isz4ia Houſe —— perhaps, in her Gatete de Cour 
toaſt a pretty Fellow —— Then clatter again to this 
End of the Town, break, with the Morning, into an 
Aſſembly, croud to the H. zurd Table, throw a fami- 
liar Levant upon ſome ſhirp lurching Min of Quality, 
and if he demanJs his Money, turn it off with a loud 
L_ and cry — you'll owe it him, to vex him! 

that 


La. Town, Theſe now, my Lord, are ſome 2 of 
the many modilh Amuſements, that diſtinguiſh the Pri- 
vilege of a Wife, from that of a ſingle Woman. 
I. Town. Neath! Madam, what Law has made theſe 

Liberties leſs ſcandalous in a Wife, than an unmarri- 
ed Woman ? 


La Town. Why the ſtrongeſt Law in the World, 


Cuſtom — Cuſtom Time out of Mind, my Lord. 
L. Town, Cuſtom, Madam, is the Law of Fools: 
But it ſhall never govern Me. 


La. Town, Nay then, my Lord, *tis time for me to 


obſerve the Laws of Prudence. 

L. Town, 1 wiſh I could ſee an Inſtance of it. 

La. Town. You ſhall have one this Moment, my 
Lord: For I think; when a Man begins to loſe his 
| Temper at Home; if a Woman has any Prudence, 
why —— ſhe'll go abroad 'till he comes to himſelf 

ain, [ Going, 

L. Town, Hold, Madam I am amaz'd you 


are not more uneaſy at the Life we lead! You don't 
want Senſe! and yet ſeem void of all Humanity : ms 
| Wi 


L. Town, 882 Aſide, 
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A Journey to LonDoON. 19 
with a Bluſh i ſay i, | think, I have not wanted 
Love. | 

La. Towns. Oh! don't ſay that, my Loid, if you 
ſuppoſe | have my Senles ? 

I. Town, What is it L have done to you? what can 
you complain of ? | 

La. Tou n. Oh! nothing, in the leaſt: "tis true, you 
have heird me (ay t have owed my Lord Lorcher an 
Hundred pound theſe thee Weeks — but what then 
— a Husband is not liable to bis Wre's Debts of 
Honour, you know, -— and if a filly Woman 
will be uneaſy about Money ſhe c't be ſued for, 
what's that to kim? as long as he ves her, to be 
ſure, ſhe can have yothing to complain of. 

L. Town, By Heav'n, if my whole Fortune thrown 
into your Lap, could make you delight in the chear- 
ful Duties of a Wife, 1 ſhould think my felt a Gainer 
by the Purchaſe. 

La. Town, That is, my Lord, I might receive your 
whole Eſtate, provided you were ſure I would not 
ſpend a Shilling of it. 

L. Town. No, Madam; were I Maſter of your 
Heart, your Pleaſures would be mine; but different, 
as they are, I'll feed even your Follies, to deſerve it 
—— Perhaps, you may have ſome other trifling Debts 
of Honour Abroad, that keep you out of Humour at 
Home — at leaſt it ſhall not be my fault. it 1 have not 
more of your Company —- There, there's a Bill of 
Five Hundred. — and now, Madam 

La. Town, And now, my Lord, down to the Ground 
I thank you — Now am I convinced, were I weak 
enough to love this Man, I ſhould never get a ſingle 
Guinea from him. | [Aſide. 

TL. Town. If it be no Offence, Madam 
Ta. Town. Say what you pleaſe, my Lord; I am in 
that Harmony of Spirits, it is impoſſible to put me out 
of Humour. a 

L. Town, How long, in Reaſon then, do you think 
that Sum ought to laſt you? 


£4. Town, 
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La Town, Oh! my dear, deir Lord! now you 
have (poil'd all again! How is it poſſiv!e I ſhould an- 


{wer for an Event, that fo w'terly depends upon For. 


tune? ut to ſhew you, that l am more inclin'd to 
get Money, than to throw it away — I have a ſtrong 
P e ſſion, that with t!:is five hundred, I ſhall win five 
th. uland. 

L. Town. Madam, if you were to win ten thou- 
ſand, it wou be o Sitisfiftion 10 me, 

La. Town O! the Churl! ten thouſand ! what! not 
ſo much as wilh 1 might win ten thouſand! —— Ten 
thouſand! O! the charming Sem! what infinite pret- 
ty things might a Woman of Spirit do, with ten thou- 
ſand Guine.s! O' my Conſcience, if the were a Wo- 
man of true Spirit 'he — ſhe might loſe 
'em all again! 

L. Town, And I had rather it ſhould be ſo, Ma- 


dam; provided 1 could be ſure, that were the laſt 


you would loſe, 

La Town. Well, my Lord, to let you ſee I deſign 
to play all the good Houſe wife I can; I am now 
going to a Party at -Quadrille, only to piddle with a 

tile of it, at poor two Guineas a Fiſh, with the 
Dutcheſs of Quitericht. [Fxit Lady Townly, 

L. Town Inſenſi le Cre.iture! neither Reproaches, 
or Indulgence, Kindneſs. or Severity, can wake her 
to the leaſt Reflexion! Continual Licence has lull'd 
her into ſuch a Lethargy of Cate, tt ſhe ſpeaks of 
her Exceſſes with the ſame enſy Confidence as if they 
were ſo many Virtues, What a turn has her Head 
taken! gut how to cure ir I am afr id 
the Phyſick muſt be ſtrong, that reaches her - 
Lenitives, I Te-, are to no purpoſe take my 
Friend's Op nion Manly will ſpeak freely — 
my Siſter with Tenderneſs to both ſides They know 
my Caſe I'll talk with 'em. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Mr. Manly, my Lord, has ſent to know, if 

Your Lordſhip was at home. 


I. Town. 
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ZL. Town. They did not deny me? 

Serv. No, my Lord. : 

L. Town. Very well; ſtep up to my Siſter, and ſay, 
I deſire to ſpeak with her. 

Serv. Lady Grace is here, my Lord. [ Ex. Serv. 


Enter Lady Grace. 


L. Town. So, Lady fair; what pretty Weapon have 
you been killing your Time with ? 

La. Grace. A huge Folio, that has almoſt kill'd me 
»— I think I have half read my Eyes out. | 

L. Town. O! you ſhould not pore ſo much juſt af- 
ter Dinner, Child. 

La. Grace. That's true, but any Body's Thoughts 
are better than always one's own, you know. 

L. Town, Who's there? 


Enter Servant. 


Leave word at the Door, I am at home, to no Body 
but Mr. Manly. 

La. Grace, And why is He excepted, pray my 
Lord? 

L. Town. I hope, Madam, you have no Obje&ion 
to his Company ? 

La. Grace. Your particular Orders, upon my being 
here, look, indeed, as if you thought 1 had not. 

L. Town, And your Ladyſhip's Inquiry into the 
Reaſon of thoſe Orders, ſhew at leaſt, it was not a 
Matter indifferent to you! 

L. Grace. Lord! you make the oddeſt Conſtructi- 
ons, Brother! 

L. Town, Look you, my Grave Lady Grace. — in 
one ſerious Word — | wiſh you had him. 

La. Grace. I can't help that. 

L. Town, Ha! you can't help it! ha! ha! The flat 
Simplicity of that Reply was admirable! 

La. Grace. Pooh! you teize one, Brother ! 

T. Town. Come, | beg Pardon, Child this 
1s not a Point, I grant you, to trifle upon; therefore, 
I hope you'll give me leaye to be ſerious. 

La. Grace. 
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La. Grace. If you delire i, Brut:.er; though upon 
my Word, as to Mr. Manly's having any ſerious 
Thoughts of me ——— | know nothing of it, 

L. Town Well ——— there's nothing Wrong, in ſet 
-_ making a Doubt of it ——-P=—— But in ſhort, I 
ad, by his Couverſation of late, he has been lookin 
round the World fora Wite; and, if you were to look 
round the World fora Husband, he's the firſt Man I 

would give to you. 

La. Grace, Then, whenever he makes me any Of. 
fer, Brother, I will certainly tell you of it. 

L. Town, O! that's the Jaſt Thing he'll dog he'll 
never make you an Offer, till he's pretty ſure it won't 
be refus'd. 

La. Grace, Now you make me curious, Pray! did th. 
he ever make any Offer of that kind to you? 

TL. Town. Not ditectly; but that imports nothing: 
he is a Man too well-acquainted with the Female World, 
to be brought into a high Opinion of any one Woman, 
without ſome well-examin'd Proof of her Merit: Yee th 
I have Reaſon to believe, that your ue Senſe, your 
turn of Mind, and your way of Lite, have brought him ſh 
to ſo favourable a one of you, that a few Days will 
reduce him to talk plainly to me: which as yet (not- £ 
withſtanding our Friendſhip) 1 have neither declin'd, 10 
nor encvurag'd him to. 

La. Grace I am mighty glad we are ſo near, in our 7 
way of thinking: for to tell you the Truth he is much 
upon the ſame Terms, with me: You know he has a 
ſatyrical Turn; but never laſhes any Folly, without 

giving due Encomiums to its oppoſite Virtue: and up- 
on ſuch Occaſions, he is ſometimes particular, in turn» 
ing his Compliments upon Me, which J don't receive, 
with any Reſerve, leſt he ſhould imagine I take them 
to my ſelf. 

L. Town. You are right, Child: When a Man of 
Merit makes his Addrefles; good Senſe may give him 
an Anſwer, without Scorn, or Coquetry. 

La. Grace. Huſh! he's here 


to 
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Enter Mr. Manly. 

Man. My Lord! your moſt obedient. 

L. Town. Dear Manly!“ yours — Il was thinking te 
ſend to you, 

Man. Then, I am glad I am here, my Lord 
Lady Grace, I kiſs your Hands! — What, only you 
two! How many Viſits may a Man make, before he 
falls into ſuch unfaſhionable Company ? A Brother and 
Siſter ſoberly fitting at home, when the whole Town 
is a gadding ! I queſtion if there is ſo particular a Tee 
& Tete, again, in the whole Pariſh of St. Fames's / 

L. Grace, Fy! fy! Mr. Mazly; how cenſorious you 
are? | 

Alan, I had not made the Reflexion, Madam, but 
that I ſaw you an Exception to it —————- Where's my 
Lady ? 

L, Town. That I believe is impoſſible to gueſs. 

Man. Then I won't try, ray Lord⁊ 

L. Town, But, 'tis probable I may hear of her, by 
that time I have been four or five hours in Bed. 

Man, Now, if that were my Caſe, 1 believe I 
ſhould But I beg Pardon, my Lord. 

L. Town, Indeed, Sir, you ſhall not: You will ob- 
lize me, if you ſpeak out; for it was upon this Head, 
I wanted to ſee you, 

Man. Why then, my Lord, ſince you oblige me to 


roceed, If that were my Caſe — I believe L 
ſhould certainly ſleep in another Houſe, 


La. Grace. How do you mean ? 

Man. Only a Complimen', Madam. 

La. Grace, A Compliment ! 

Man. Yes, Madam, in rather turning my ſelf out 
of doors than her. 


La. Grace. Don't you think, that would be going 
too far ? 
Man. I don't know but it might, Madam; for, in 
ſtri& Juſtice, I think, ſhe ought rather to go, than 1. 
La. Grace. This is new Doctrine, Mr. Manly. 
Man, As old, Madam, as Love, Honour, and Ottey! 
When a Woman will ſtop at nothing that's wrong, 
why ſhould a Man balance any thing that's right? 


La. Grace, 
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La. Grace. Bleſs. me! but ti.is is fomenting things 
Man. Foimentai: :ns, Madam, are ſometines neceſ. 
ſary to di pel Tumours: tho“ 1 don't directly adviſe | 


my Lord to do this This is baly what, upon of 
the lame Prov cation, would do my felf. | T 
La. Grace, Ay! ay! You would do! Batchelory | | 
Wives, indeed, are hnely govern'd. 
Man. It the married M:u's were as well — I am 
apt to think we ſhould nut ice ſo many mutual Plagnes | 


taking the Air, in ſeparate Coaches! " 

La. Grace. Well! but ſuppoſe it your own Caſe; 9. 
would you part with a Wite, becaute ſhe now and then 
ſtays out, n the beſt Company ? 

Z. Town, Well ſaid, Lady Grace? come, ſtand up 
for the Privilege of your Sex! This is like to be a2 
warm Debate! I mall edify. | 

Man. Madam, I think a Wife, after Midnight, has | * 
no Occaſi on to be in better Company than her Huſ- 
band',; and that frequent unſeaſonable Hours make 
the beſt Company the worſt Company ſhe can 
fall into. 

La. Grace. But, if People of Condition are to keep 1 
company with one another; how is it poſlible to be 
done, unleſs dne conforms to their Hours? 

Man. I can't find, that any Woman's good Breed- ,. 
ing obliges her to conform to other People's Vices. | 
TL. Town, 1 doubt, Child, here we are got Aa little 

on the wrong fide of the Queſtion. 

La. Grace, Why ſo, my Lord? I can't think the 
Caſe ſb bad, as Mr. Manly ſtates it People of 
Quility are not ty'd down to the Rules of thoſe, Who 
have their Fortunes to make. | 

Man. No People, Madim, are above being ty'd | 
down to ſome Rules, that have Fortunes to loſe. 
La. Grace, Pooh! Vin ſure, if you were to take my | 
| fide of the \rgu nent, you wou'd be able to ſay ſomes» | 
thing more for it. | 

L. Town, Well! what fay you to that, Manly? 

Man. Why 'troth! my Lord, I have ſomething to 


ſay. 


La. Gras. 
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Ia. Grace. Ay! that I ſhould be glad to hear now! 

L. Town. Out with it! 

Man. Then, in one word, this, my Lord, I have 
often thought, that the Mifconduct of my Lady bas, 
in a great meaſure, been owing to your Lordſhip s 
Treatment ot her. 

La Grace. Bleis me 

I. Town. My Treatment! 

Man. Ay my Lord. you fo idoliz'd her before Mar- 
riage, that you even indulg'd her, like a Miſtrels, after 
it: in ſhorr, you continu'd the Lover, when youu fhould 
have taken up the Husband. 

La. Grace. O frighttu:! this is worſe than t'other ! 
can a Husband love a Wife too well! 

Man. As eaſily, Madam, as a Wife may love her 
Husband too linfe. | 

L. Town. So ! you two are never like to agree, I 
find, 

La. Grace. Don't be poſitive, Brother; — I am afraid 
we ate both of a Mind already. [,. And do you, 
at this rate, ever hope to be married, Mr. Manly ? 

Man. Never, . e "till I can meet with a We- 
man that likes my D ctrine. 

La, Grace. Tis pity out your Miſtreſs ſhould hear it, 

Man, Pity me, Madam, when 1 marry the Woman 
that won't hear it. 

La. Grace, I think, at leaſt, he can't (ay, that's me. 

4 de. 

Man. And ſo, my Lord, by giving her more 1 er 
than was needful, ſhe has none where ſhe wants it; bay- 
ing ſuch intire Poſſeſſion of you, ſhe is not Miſtreſs of 
er ſelf! And, Mercy on us! how many fine Womens 
Heads have been turn'd upon the ſame Occaſion! 

L. Town. O Manly / 'tis too true! there's the Source 
of my Diſquiet! ſhe knows, and has abus'd her Power! 
Nay, I am till ſo weak (with ſhame [ ſpeak it) "tis not 


, an Hour ago, that in the midſt of my Impatience — I 


gave her another Bill for five Hurdred to throw away. 
Man. Well— my Lord! to let you ſee Tam ſome-— 


© | times upon the ſide of Good-natwe, 1 y. on't ab{olute- 
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ly blame you; for the greater your Indulgence, the | 
more you have to reproach her with. | 


La. Grace. Ay Mr, Manly! here now, I begin to | 


come in with you: who knows, my Lord, you may 
have a good Account of your Kindneſs! 

Man, That, I am afraid, we had not beſt depend 
upon: But ſince you have had fo much Patience, my 
Lord, even go on withit a Dy or two more! and up- 
on her L:dyſhip's next Sally, be a little rounder in 

our Expoſtulation; it that don't work — drop her 


ome cool Hints of a determin'd Reformation, and 


leave her - to breakfaſt upon 'em. | 

L. Town. You are perfectly right! how valuable is: 
Friend, in our Anxiety! 

Man. Therefore to divert that, my Lord, I beg, 
for the preſent, we may call another Cauſe. 

La. Grace. Ay! for Goodneſs ſake let's have done 
with this, 

L. Town. With all my Heart. 

La. Grace. Have you no News abroad, Mr. Manly! 

Man, A propos I have ſome, Madam; and, | 
believe, my Lord, as extraordinary in its kind =—— 

L. Town, Pray, let's have it. 

Man. Do you know, that your Country Neighbour, 
and ay Wiſe Kinſman Sir Francis Wronghead, is com- 
ing to Town wich his whole Family ? 

L. TIeu . The Fool! what can be his Buſineſs here 

Man. Oh! of the laſt Importance, I'll aſſure yo 
No leſs than the Buſineſs of the Nation. 

L. Town. Explain! : 

Man. He has carried his Election — againft 8 
John Morth.and. 

L. Town, The Duce! what! for — for —— 

Man. The famou« B rough of Gazzled-wn ! 

L. Town A prope: R preſentative, indeed. 

La. Grace, P:ay, Mr. n, don't 1 know him! 

Man. You h:ve din'd with hin, Madam, when! 
was laſt down with my Lord, at Bell mont. | 

La. Grace, Was not that re, th 1 got 2 little mem 
before iner, and overtet the Tea-table, in makit 
his Compliments to my Lady ? Ms 


* 
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|. Man. The ſame. 


La. Grace. Pray what are his Circumſtances ? Iknow 
but very little of him. 

Man, Then he is worth your knowing, I can tell you, 
Madam. His Eſtate, if clear, I believe, might be a good 
mo thouſand Pounds a Lear: Though as it was left him, 
addled with two Jointures, and two weighty Mortgages 
upon it, there is no ſaying what it is But that he 
might be ſure never to mend it, he married a pro- 
fule young Huſſy, for Love, without ever a penny of 


Money! Thus having, like his brave Anceſtors, pro- 


vided Heirs for the Family (for his Dove breeds like a 
tame Pigeon) he now finds Children and Intereſt-Mo- 
ney make ſuch a bawling about his Ears, that, at laſt, 
he has taken the friendly Advice of his Kinſman, the 
ood Lord Danglecourt, to run his Eſtate two thouſand 
Cond more in Debt, to put the whole Management 
of what's left into Paul Pillage's Hands, that he may 
be at leiſure himſelf to retrieve his Affairs, by being a 
Parliament Man. 

L. Town. A moſt admirable Scheme, indeed! 

Man. And with this politick Proſpect, he's now up- 
on his Journey to London ——— 

La. Town. What can it end in? 

Man. Pooh! a Journey into the Country again, 

L. Town, Do you think he'll ſtir, till bis Money's gone? 
or at leaſt, ulli the Seſlion is over? 

Man. It my Intelligence is right, my Lord, he 
won't fit long enough to give his Vote for a Turn- 

e 
5 Tewn, How ſo? M 
Man. O' a brrter Buſineſs! he had ſcarce a Vote, in 
the whole Ton, beſide the Returning Officer: Sir 
John will certainly have it heard at the Bar of the 
Houle, ani ſend i about bis Buſineſs again. 
F . Town, Then he has made a fine Buſineſs of it in- 
ec ' 

M2. Which, as far 18 my little Ir ex ſt will 80. 
ball be d ne, it. as (ew Days as poſſibie. 
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La. Grace. But why would you ruin the poor Gen- 
tleman's Fortune, Mr. Manly? | 
Man, Na, Madam, I wou'd only ſpoil his Project, 
to ſave his Fortune. | 


La. Grace. How are you concern'd enough, to do 


either? 

Man. Why I have ſome Obligations to the 
Family, Madam: Ienjoy at this time a pony Eſtate, 
which Sir Francis was Heir at Law too: but —— 
by his being a Booby ; the laſt Will of an obſtinate old 
Uncle gave it to me. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. [To Manly] Sir, here's one of your Seryants 
from your Houſe, deſires to ſpeak with you. 

Man, Will you give him leave to come in, my 
Lord? 

L. Town, Sir 
making. 


2 1 
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the Ceremony's of your own 


Enter Manly's Servant. 

Man. Well, James! what's the Matter now ? 

Jam. Sir, here's John Moody's juſt come to Town; 
he ſays Sir Francis, and all the Family, will be here 
to-night, and is in a great Hurry io ſpeak with you. 

Man. Where is he? 

Jam. At our Houſe, Sir: he has been gaping and 
Kumping about the Streets, in his dirty Boots, and 
asking every one he meets, if they can tell him, where 
he may have a good Lodging for a Parliament-Man, 
"till he can hire a handſome whole Houſe, fit for all 
his Family, for the Winter, 

Man, I am afraid, my Lord, I muſt wait upon 
Mr. Moody. 

L. Town. Pr'ythee! let's haye him here: He will | 
divert us. 

Man. O my Lord! he's ſuch a Cub! Not but he's ſo 
near Common Senſe, that he paſſes for a Wit in the Fa- 
mily. 

— Graze, I beg of all things, we may have him: 
I am in love with Nature, let her Dreſs be never ſo 
nemely! 
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Man. Then deſire him to come hither, James. 
[Exit James. 

La. Grace. Pray what may be Mr. Moody's Poſt ? 

Man. Oh! his Maitre D' Hotel, his Butler, his Bailiff, 
his Hind, bis Huntſman; and ſometimes his 
Companion. 

L. Town. It runs in my Head, that the Moment this 
Knight has ſet him down in the Houſe, he will get up, 
to give them the earlieſt Proof, of what Importance he 
is to the Publick, in his own County. 

Man. Yes, and when they have heard him, he will 
find, that his utmoſt Importance ſtands valued at —— 
fometimes being invited to Dinner. 

La. Grace. And her Ladyſhip, I ſuppoſe, will make 
as conſiderable a Figure, in her Sphere too. 

Man, That you may depend upon: For (if I don't 
miſtake) ſhe has ten times more of the Jade in her, 
than ſhe yet knows of: And ſhe will ſo improve in 
this rich Soil, in a Month, that ſhe will viſit all the La- 
dies, that will let her into their Houſes: And run in 
Debt to all the Shop-keepers, that will let her into 
their Books: In ſhort, before her Important Spouſe 
has made five Pounds, by his Eloquence, at MWeſtmin. 
fer, ſhe will have loſt five hundred at Dice, and a- 
arille, in the Pariſh of St. Jamęs's. 

L. Town. So that, by that time he is declared unduly 
Elefted, a Swarm of Duns will be ready for their Mo- 
ney; and his Worſhip — will be ready for a Jayl. 

Man. Yes, yes, that I reckon will cloſe the Account 
ef this hopeful Journey to London But ſee here 
comes the Fore-horſe of the Team! 

Enter John Moody, 

Oh! Honeſt John / 

J. Mood. Ad's waunds, and heart! Maſter Man!y ? 
I'm glad I ha' fun ye. Lawd! lawd! give me a ufs! 
Why that's friendly naw! Fleſh! I thought we ſhou'd 
never ha“ got hither! Well! and how d'ye do Maſter ? 
Good lack! I beg Pardon, for my Bawld- 
I did not ſee, 'at his Honour was here. 

B 3 I. Town, . 
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L. Town, Mr. A'oody, your Servant: I am glad o 
ſee you in London, | hope all the good Family iy, 


well. 


Croſſes upo' th' Road. 
La. Grace. 1 hope my Lady has had no Hurt, Mr, 
Moody. 


J. Mood. Noa, and pleaſe your Lady ſhip, ſhe way 
never in better Humour: There's Money enough ſtir. / 


ring now, 
Man. bat has been the Matter, John? 


J. Mood. Why we came up, in ſuch a Hurry, you 


mun think, that our Tackle was not ſo tight as it ſhould 
be. | 
Man, Come, tell us alk Pray how do they 
travel ? 

J. Mood. Why i'th' awld Coach, Maſter : and cauſe 
my Lady loves to do things handſome, to be ſure, ſhe 


would have a couple of Cart- Horſes clapt to th' four 


old Geldings, that Neighbours might ſee ſhe went up 


to London, in her Coach and Six! And ſo Giles Foultn 


the Plowman rides Poftilion ! 
Man, Very well! The Journey ſets out as it ſhould 


do [Aſide.] What, do they bring all the Children with 


them too ? 
J. Mood, Noa, noa, only the younk Squoire, and 
Miſs Jenny. The other Fuive are all out at board, at 


halt a Crown a Head, a Week, with Joan Growſe, at 


Smoak-Dunghill Farm. 


Man. Good-again! a right Engliſh Academy for} 


younger Children ! 
J. Mood. Anon, Sir! [ Not underſtanding him, 
La, Grace. Poor Souls! What will become of em! 
J. Mood, Nay. nay, for that Matter, Madam, they 
are in very good Hands: Joan loves um, an as thot' 


they were all her own: For ſhe was Wet-Nurſe to 


every Mother's Babe of 'um 
want for a Belly-full there! 
Ls. Grace, What Simplicity! 


Ay, ay, they'll ne'er 


Man. 


J. Mood. Thanks be prait d your Honour, they are | 
all in pretty good Heart; thof* we have had a power of 


7 E 
| to 
2 


© 


= EE TSETS 


he. 


* 9 


Journey to Lo N DON. 31 


Man, The Lud 'a Mercy upon all good Folks! What 
Work will theſe People make! | Holding up his Hands, 

I. Town. And when do you expect them here, John? 

J. Mood. W hy we were in hopes to ha come Yeſter- 
day, an' it had no' been, that th' owld Wheaze-belly 
Horſe tyr'd: And then we were ſo cruelly Loaden, 
that the two Fore- Wheels came Craſh! down at once, 
in Wiggon- Rut Lane, and there we loſt four Hours, 
ore we cou'd ſet things to rights again. 

Man. So they bring all their Baggage, with the Coac h 
then? | | 

J. Mood, Ay, ay, and good Store on't there is — 
Why, my Lady's Geer alone were as much as fill'd 
four Portmantel Trunks, betide the great Dea!-Box, 
that heavy Ralph and the Monkey fit upon behind. 

Ld. La. and Mar, Ha! ha! ha! 

La. Grace. Well, Mr. Moody, and pray how many 
are they within the Coach ? | 

J. Mood. Why there's my Lady, and his Worſhip , 
and the younk Squoire, and Miis Jenny, and the far 
Lap-Dag, and my Lady's Maid, Mrs. Handy, and 
Doll Tripe the Cook, that's all Only Doll 

ked a little with riding backward, ſo they hoiſted 
Le into the Coach-Box — And then her Stomach was 


eaſy. 
La. Grace, Oh! I ſee em! | ſee em go by me. Ah! 
ha ! [ Laughing. 


J. Mood, Then yow mun think, Meſter, there was 
ſome Stowage for th' Belly, as well as th' Back too; 
Childer are apt to be famiſnt upo* th' Road; fo we had 
fuch Cargoes of Plumb-Cake, and Baskets of Tongues, 
and Biſcuits, and Cheeſe, and cold boil'd Beef 
And then, in cafe of Sickneſs, Bottles of Cherry-Brandy, 
Plague-water, Sack, Tent, and Strong Beer ſo plenty as 
made th' owld Coach crack again! Mercy upon them! 
and ſend 'em all well to Town, I ſay. 

Man, Ay! And well out on't again, John. 

J. Mood. Ods-bud! Maſter, you're a wiſe Mon; and 
for that Matter, ſo am 1 - Whoam's, whoam, I ſay : 


I'm ſure we ha' got but little Good, e'er ſinꝰ we turn'd 
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our Backs on't. Nothing but Miſchief! Some Devil's [ 


Trick or other plagued us, awth' dey lung! Crack! 
goes one thing: Bawrice! goes another, Woa! ſays 
Rover -— Then ſowſe! we are all ſer fiſt in a Slo 4 
Whaw! cries Miſs! Scream go the Maids! and bawl, 
juſt as an' thof' they were ſtuck! And ſo Mercy on us! 
this was the Trade from Morning to Night. But my 
Lady was in ſuch a murrain haſte to be here, that ſet out 
ſhe would, thot* I tould her, it was Childermaſs Day. 

Man. Theſe Ladies, theſe Ladies, Fohn —— 

J. Mood Ah, Meaſter! I ha' ſeen a little of em; 
And | find that the beſt when ſhe's mended | 
won't ha“ much Goodneſs to ſpare. 

L. Town, Well faid, John. Ha! ha! 

Man. | hope at le.ſt, you and your good Woman 
agree (ti]), ? 

J. Mood, Ay! ay! much of a Muchneſs, Bridget 
fticks to me: Tho' as for her Gordneſs why 
ſhe was willing to come to London too — But hawld a 
Bit! No, noa, ſays I, there may be Miſchief enough 
done, without you, 

Aan. Why that was bravely ſpoken, John, and like 
a Min, 

J. 100d, Ah, weaſt Heart! were Meaſter but hawf . 
the Mon that Jam —— Ods wookers ! thot', he'll 
ſpeak ſtiwtly too ſometimes — But then he conno? 
hawld it ——2z— no! he conno' hawld it. 

I. Town, La. Grace. Man, Ha! ha! ha! 

F. Mood. Ods fleſh! But I mun bye me whoam! | 
th' Coach will be coming every Hour naw —— 
but Meaſter charg'd me to find your awe” out; for 
he has hugey Bulinefs with you; and will Qertainly 
wait upon you, by that time he can put on a clean 
Neckcloth. ; 

Man. O John! Vl wait upon him. 

J. Mood, Why you wonno' be ſo kind, wull ye? 

Man. If you'll tell me where you lodge. 

J. Mood. Juſt i'th' Street next to where your Wor- 
ſhip dwells, the Sign of the Gelden Ball It's 
Gold all over; where they ſell Ribbands, and Flappits, . 
and other ſort of Geer for Gentlewomen, Man, 
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Man. A Milliner's? 

7. Mood. Ay, ay, one Mrs, Motherly : Waunds! ſhe 
p has a couple of clever Girls there a ſinching i'th' Fore- 
| m. 
2 Yes, yes, ſhe is a Woman of good Buſineſs, 

no doubt on't— Who recommended that Houſe to 
pon, John ? 

J. Mood. The greateſt good Fortune in the World, 
ſute! For as I was gaping about Streets, who ſhould 
look out of the Window there, but the fine Gentle- 
man, that was always riding by our Coach Side, at 
York Races — Count — Count Baſſet; ay, that's he. 

Man. Baſſet? Oh, I remember ? I know him by 
Sight. 
in . Mod. W Al! to be ſure, as civil a Gentleman, to 

ſee to 
* Man. As any Sharper in Town. [ Aſide. 
J. Mood, At Tork, he us'd to breakfaſt with my Lady 
2 every Morning. 


| — 
I's | 


u Man. Yes, yes, and I ſappoſe her Lady ſhip will re- 
urn his Compliment here in Town. [Aids. 
* J. Mood. Well Meaſter 
| L. Town, My Service to Sir Francis, and my Lady, 
of | Jobs. 
'11 La. Grace, And mine, pray Mr. Moody. | 
Y 2 Ah, your Honors, they'll be proud on't, 
' 1 dare fay. 
Man. I'll bring my Compliments my ſelf : So ho- 
neſt John 


' 
a | J. Mood, Dear Meaſter Monly! the Goodneſs of 
x | Goodneſs bleſs and preſerve you. [Exit J. Moody. 
y L. Town, What a natural Creature 'tis ! 

M La. Grace, Well! I can't but think Fohn, in a wet 
Afternoon in the Country, muſt be very 200d Com- 
pany. - 

T. Town, O! the Tramontane ! If this were known 
At half the Quadrille-Tables in Town, they wou'd lay 

„ down their Cards to laugh at you. 

7 L. Grace. And the Minute they took them up a7in 

. they would do the ſame at the Loſers But to 

% B 5 let 
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let you ſee, that I think good Company may ſome. 
times wan: Cards, to keep them together: What chin 
you, if we three fat ſoberly down, to kill an Hour u 
Ombre? 
Man. I ſhall be too hard for you, Madam, 
La. Grace. N. Matter! I ſhill have as much Adyan, 
tage of my Lord, as you have of me. 
L. Town, Say you ſ>, Madam? Have at you then' | 
Here! Get the Ombre-Table, and Cards. ' 
[Ex. L. Town, 
La. Grace. Come, Mr. Manly —1 know you rm 
forgive me now! | 
Man. I don't know whether I ought to forgive you 
thinking ſo, Madam. Where do you imagine I could 
paſs my Time ſo agreeably ? 
La. Grace. I'm ſorry my Lord is not here to take 
But he'll won- 


his Share of the Compliment 
der what's become of us! 
Nan. I'll follow, in a Moment, Madam 

[Ex. La, Grace. 
It muſt be ſo She ſees, I love her — Ye 
with what unoffending Decency ſhe avoids an Expla 
nation? How amiable is every Hour of her Conduct 
What a vile Opinion have I had of the whole Sex, for 
theſe ten Years paſt, which this ſenſible Creature has 
recover's in leſs than One? Such a Companion, ſure, 
might compenſate all the irkxſome Diſappointments, tha 
Pride, Folly, and Falſhood ever gave me! 


Could Women regulate, like her, their Lives, 
What Halcyon Days were in the Gift of Wives! 
Vain Rovers, then, might Envy, what they Hate; 


And only Fools would mock the Married State. 
| [ Exit, 
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ACT IL-SCENSE 1 
SCE NE, Mrs. Motherly's Houſe. . 


Enter Ceunt Baſſet and Mrs. Motherly, 


Count BASS ETI. 


T TELL you, there is not ſuch a Family in Eng- 

land, for you! Do you think I would have gone 
out of your Lodgings for any Body, that was not ſure 
to make you ealy for the Winter? 

Moth. Nay, I ſee nothing againſt it, Sir, but the 
Genileman's being a P:rliament-Man; and when Peo- 
le mv, as it were, think one Impertinent, or be out 
of Hamour, ou Kknoe, when a Body comes to ask for 
one's Own - | 

C. Baſ. Plhah ! P'r'ythee n2ver trouble thy Head 
His Pay is as good as the Bank! —- Why he has a- 
bove Two ti:ouſand Pound a Year! 

Moth, Alas-a day! that's Nothing. Your People of 
ten thouſand a Year, have ca thouſands Things to do 
With it, 

C. Baſ, Nay, if you are a'rai.l of being out of your 


Money; what do you think of going a little with me, 


Mrs. Mctherly ? 

Moth. As how? 

C. B.:. Why I have a Game in my Hand, in which, 
if you'll croup me, that is, help me to play ir, you ſhall 
go five hundred to nothing, 

M.,. Say you ſo? Why then, I go, Sir — and 
now pray let's ſee your Game. 

C. Baſ. Look you, in one Word, my Cards lie 
thus When I was down this Summer at Tork, 
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I happen dio log,” in the ſame Houſe with this Knight's | 


Lady, that's now c»ining to lodge with you. 

Moth, Did you ſo, Sir? 

C. Baſ. And ſometi nes had the Honour to Break. 
faſt, and paſs an idle Hour with her 

Moth, Very good; and here I ſuppoſe you would 
have the Impudence to Sup, and be buſy with her. 

C. Baſ. Pſhah! pr'gthee hear me! 

Moth, Is this your Game? I would not give Six. 
pence for it! What, you have a Paſkon for her Fin- 
Money no, no, Country Ladies are not ſo 
fluſh of it! 

C. Baſ. Nay! if you won't have Patience 


} 


| 


* 


N 
1 


Mot h. One had need to have a good deal, I am ſure, | 


to hear you talk at this Rate! Is this your way of 
making my poor Niece Myrtilla eaſy ? | 

C. Baſ. Death! I ſhall do it (till, if the Woman will 
but let me ſpeak 

Moth. Had not you a Letter from her this Morning? 

C. Baſ. I have it here in my Pocket — this is it. 

[Shews it, and puts it up again. 

Moth, Ay, but 1 don't find you have made any An- 
ſwer to it. 

C. Baſ. Hoy the Devil can I, if you won't hear me? 

Moth, What! hear you talk of another Woman ? 

C. Baſ. O lud! O lud! I tell you, I'll make her For- 
tune Ounds! I'll marry her. 

Moth, A likely matter! if you would not do it when 
ſhe was a Maid, your Stomach is not ſo ſharp ſet now, 
1 preſume, 

C. Baſ. Hey day! why your Head begins to turn, 
my dear! The Devil! you did not think I propos'd 
to marry her my ſelf! 

Moth, If you don't, who the Devil do you think 
will marry her? 

C. Baſ. Why, a Fool 

Moth. Humph ! there may be Senſe in that —— 

C. Baſ. Very good — One for t'other then; if I can 
help ter to a Husband, why ſhould not you come in- 
% my Scheme of helping me to a Wife! 


Moth. 


£ 
| 
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Moth. Your Pardon, Sir! ay! ay! in an hononrable 
Affair, you know, you may command me — but pray 
where. is this bleſſed Wife and Husband to be had ? 

C. Baſ. Now have a little Patience — You muſt 
know then, this Country Knight, and his Lady, bring 
up, in the Coach with them, their eldeſt Son, and : 
Daughter, to teach them to —— waſh their Faces, and 
turn their Toes out. 

Moth. Good! 

C. Baſ. The Son is an unlick'd Whelp, about ſix- 
teen, juſt taken from School; and begins to hanker at- 
ter n_ Wench in the Family: The Daughter, much 
of the ſame Age, a pert, forward Huſſy, who — 
eight thouſand Pound, left her by an old doting Grand- 
mother, ſeems to have a deviliſh Mind to be doing, in 
her Way too. 

Moth, And your Deſign is, to put her into Buſineſs 
for Life ? 

C. Baſ. Look you, in ſhort, Mrs. Motherly, we 
Gentlemen, whoſe occaſional Chariots roll, only, up- 
on the four Aces, are liable ſomecimes, you know, to 
have a Wheel out of Order: which, I confeſs, is ſo 
much my Caſe, at preſent, that my Dapple Grays are 
reduced. to a Pair of Ambling Chair-men : Now if, 
with your Aſſiſtance, I can whip up this young Jade 
inte a Hackney-Coach, I may chance, in a day or two 
after, to carry her in my own Chariot, en famille, to 
an Opera. Now what do yon ſay to me? 

Moth. Why, I ſhall not ſleep for thinking 
of it. But how will you prevent the Family's ſmoking 
your Deſign ? 

C. Baſ. By renewing my Addreſſes to the Mother. 

Moth, And how will the Daughter like that, think 
you ? 

C. Baſ. Very well — whilſt it covers her 
own Affair. 

Moth, That's true — it muſt do — but, as you 
fay, one for other Sir I ftick to that — if you 
don't do my Niece's Buſineſs with the Son, I'll blow 
you with the Daughter, depend upon't, 

C. Ba. 
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C. Baſ, It's a Beit — pay as we go, I tell you, and 
the ti ve hundred ſhall be ſtak' d, in à third Hand. 

Moth, That's honeſt — But here comes my 
Niece! ſhall we let her into the Secret? 


C. baſ. Time enough! may be, I may touch upon it, | 


Enter Mvrtilia. 


bl 
: 


* 


: 


M- 5. Sg Niece, are all the Rooms done out, and 


the B ds flieeted ? 
Ayr. Yes Madam, but Mr. Aoody tells us the Lady 
alw:iys burns Wax, in her own Chamber, and we have 


none in the Houle. 


Moth. Odſo! then I muſt beg your Pardon, Count; | 


this is a buſy Time, you know. [| #Zxit Mrs, Motherly, 
C. Baſ. Myrtilla ! how doſt thru do, Child:? 
Myr. As well as a loſing Gameſter can, 


C. Baſ. Why, what have you lcſt ? 
Myr. What I ſhill never recover; and what's worſe 


you that have won it, don't ſeem to be much the bet. 


ter for't. 
C. Baſ. Why Child, doſt thou ever fee any body 


* 
7 


overjoy'd for winning a deep Stake, fix Months after 


it's over ? 
Myr. Would I had never play'd for it! 
C. Baſ. Pſhah! hang theſe melancholy Thoughts! 
we may be Friends ſtil], 
Myr. Dull ones. 
C. Baſ. Uſeful ones, perhaps —— ſuppoſe I ſhould 
help thee to a good Husband ? 


Myr. I ſuppoſe you'll think any one good enough, | 


that will take me off o' your hands. 


C. Baſ. What do you tuink of the young Country | 


Ka 4, the Heir of the Family, that's coming to lodge 
ere ? 
Myr. How ſhould I know what to t! ink of him? 
C. Baſ. Nay I one give you the Hint, Child; it may 


e wth your while, ac ieaft, to look about you 


Hark! what Buſtle's that without 2? 
Enter Mrs, Motherly in haſte. 
Moth. Sic! Sir! rhe Geatleman's Coach is at the 
Door! they are all cone! 
C. Baſ. What, already ? Moth. 
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Moth, They are juſt getting out — won't you ſtep, 
and lead in my Lady: Do y u be in the way, Niece! 
I muſt run and receive them. Exif Mrs. Motherly, 

C. Baſ. And think of what I told you. [Exit Count, 

Myr. Ay! ay! you have left me enough to think of, 
as long as I live — a f.ithleſs Fellow! 1 am ſure, I 
have been true to him; and for that only Reaſon, he 
wants to be rid of me : But while Women are weak, 
Men will be Rogues! And for a Bane to both their 
Joys, and ours; when our Vanity indulges them, in 
ſuch innocent Favours, as make them adore us; we 
can never be well, 'ti!l we grant them the very one, 
that | an end to their Devotion. — But here comes 
my 


unt, and tne Company. 
Ars. Motherly returns, ſhewing in Lady Wronghead, 
led by Count Baſſet. 

Moth. If your Ladyſhip pleaſes to walk into this 
Parlour, Madam, only for the preſent, *till your Ser- 
vants have got all your Things in. 

La, Wrong, Well! dear Sir, this is ſo infinitely ob- 
liging — 1 proteſt, it gives me Pain tho', to turn 
you out of your Lodging thus ! 

C. Baſ, No Trouble inthe leaſt, Madam ; we ſingle 
Fellows are ſoon mov'd : beſides, Mrs. Morherly's my 
old Acquaintance, and I could not be her Hindrance, 

Moth, The Count is ſo well bred, Madam, I dare 
ſay be would do a great deal more, to accommodate 
your Lady ſhip. | 

La, Wrong. O dear Madam ! — A good well-bred ſort 
of a Woman. Apart to the Count. 

C. Baſ O Madam, ſhe is very much among People of 
Quality, ſhe is ſeldom without them. in her Houſe, 

La. \iſrong. Are there a good many People of Quali- 
ty in this Street, Mrs. Morher!y ? 

Moth, Now your L:d+ ſhip is here, Madam, I don't 
believe there is a Houſe without them. 

La. Wrong, | am mighty glad of that! for really I 
_ People of Quality ſhould always live among one 
another. 


C. Baſ. 'Tis what one would chooſe, indeed, Madam. 
£4, 
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La. Wrong. Bleſs me! but where are the Children al 
this while? : ; = 

Moth. Sir Francis, Madam, I believe is taking care 5 
of them. F= 

Sir Fran, [within.] John Moody ! ſtay you by the | 
Coach, and ſee all our Things out Come, 
Children. 

Moth, Here they are, Madam. | 

Enter Sir Francis, Squire Richard, and Miſ; Jenny. 

Sir Fran, Well, Count! I mun ſay it, this was koynd, 
indeed! 

c. Baſ. Sir Francis? give me leave to bid you wel. 
come to London. 
Sir Fran, Pſhah! how doſt do Mon — Wannds, 
I'm glad to ſee thee! A good fort of a Houſe this! 

C. Baſ. Is not that Maſter Richard? Br 

Sir Fran, Ey! Ey! that's young Hopeful —— why 
doſt not Baw, Dick? N 

Squ. Rich. So I do, Feyther. be 

C. Baſ. Sir, I'm glad to ſee you ———1 proteſt | 
Mrs. Jane is grown ſo, I ſhould not have known her, 1 

Sir Fran. Come forward, Jenny. Na 

Jenny. Sure, Papa, do you think I don't know how zn 
to behave my ſelf? 


C. Baſ. If I have permiſſion to approach Her, Sit 10 

Francis | fu. 
Jenny. Lord, Sir, I am in ſuch a frightful Pickle — 

{ Salute, * 


C. Baſ. Every Dreſs that's proper muſt become you, 4} 
Madam, — you have been a long Journey, 
Jenny. I hope you will ſee me in better, to- mot | ye 
row, Sir, 
[La. Wrong. whiſpers Mrs. Moth, pointing to Myrtills. 
Moth, Only a Niece of mine, Madam, that lives 
with me; ſhe will be proud to give your Ladyſhip any 


Aſſiſtance in her Power. at 
La. Wrong. A pretty ſort of a young Woman —— ge 
Jenny, you two muſt be acquainted. f 
Jenny, O, Mamma! I am never ſtrange, in a ſtrange 8 
lace! | [ Salutes Myr. 


Ayr. 
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Myr. You do me a gm deal of Honour, Madam 


Madam, your Lady ſhip's welcome to London. 

Jenny. Mamma! I like her prodigiouſly ! ſhe call'd 
me, my Lady ſhip. 

Squ. Rich, Pray Mother, maun't I be acquainted 
with her too! 

La. Wrong. You! you Clown! ſtay till you learn a 
little more Breeding firſt. 

Sir Fran. Od's heart! my Lady Wronghead ! why do 
you balk the Lad? how ſhould he ever learn Breed- 
ing, if he does not put himſelf forward? 

qu. Rich. Why ay Feather, does Mother think at 
I'd be uncivil to her? 

Myr. Maſter has ſo much good Humour, Madam, 
he would ſoon gain upon any Body. [He kiſſes Myr. 

Sau. Rich, Lo'you theere Moather : and yow would 
but be quiet, ſhe and I ſhould do well enough, 

La. 'rong. Why how now, Sirrah ! Boys muſt not 
be ſo familiar. 

Squ. Rich, Why, 'an I know no body, haw the Mur- 
rain mun 1 paſs my Time here, in a ſtrange Place? 
Naw you, and 1, and Siſter, forfooth, ſometimes, in 
an Afternoon, may play at One and thirty Boue-.\ce, 
purely, 

Jenny. Speak for your ſelf, Sir! d'ye think I play at 
ſuch Clowniſh Games: 

Squ, Rich. Why and you woan't, yo' ma' let it a- 
loane ; then ſhe, and I, may hap, will have a bawt at 
All-fours, without you, 

Sir Fran, Noa! noa! Dick, that won't do neither; 
you mun learn to make one at Ombre, here, Child. 

Myr, If Maſter pleaſes, I'll ſhew it him. 

Squ. Rich. What! th' Humber!“ Hoy day! why does 
our River run to this Tawn, Feather ? 

Sir Fran. Pooh! you filly Tony! Ombre is a Geam 
at Cards, that the better Sort of People play three to- 
gether at, 

Squ. Rich. Nay the moare the merrier, I ſay; but 
Siſter is always ſo croſs-grain'd ———— 

Jenny, Lord! this Boy is enough te deaf People 

ard 
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and one has reilly been ſtufft up in a Coach o long, 
that — Pray Madam — could not I get a little Powder | 
for my Hair? | 

Myr. If you pleaſe to come along with me, Madam, | 

(Exit Myr. and Jenny. 

qu. Rich, What, has Siſter ta'en her away naw! 
meſs, I'll go, and have a little gaine with em. 

| | Ex. after them, 

L. Mrong. Well Count, I hope you won't fo far 
change your Lodgings, hut you will come, and be at 
home here ſometimes ? 

Sir Fran, Ay, ay! pr'ythee come and take a bit of 
Mutton with us, naw god tin, when thou'ſt uowght' 
to do. | 

C. Baſ. Well Sir Francis, you ſhall find I'll maly' 
but very little Ceremony, 

Sir Fran. Why ay naw, that's hearty ! : 

Moth. Will your Lady ſnip pleaſe to refreſh your 
ſelf, with a Diſh of Tea, after your Fatigue? I think 
I have pretty good, 


} 
k 


La. Wrong. If you pleaſe, Mrs. Motherly ; but I be 


lieve we had beſt have it above Stairs, 
Moth. Very well, Madam: it ſhall be ready imme 
diately. Exit Mrs, Motherly, 
La. Wrong. Won't you walk up, Sir ? J 
Sir Fran. Moody ! 
C. Baſ. Shan't we ſtay for Sir Francis, Madam? 
La. Wrong. Lard don't mind him! he will come, 
if he likes it. | 
Sir Fran. Ay, ay, ne'er heed me —— I ha' things u 
look after. [/*xe. La. Wrong. and Count R 
Fnter John Moody, 
J. Mood. Did your Worſhip want muh? 


Sir Fran. Ay, is the Coach clear'd ? and all on 
Things in? 


J. Mood. Aw but a few Band-boxes, and the Nool 
that's left o'th' Gooſe Poy — But a Plague on hin 
th' Monkey bas gin us the ſlip, I think — 1 u__ | 

el 


he's goan to ſee his Relations; for here looks to 
Power of 'um in this Tawn 
is skawer'd after him. 


and heavy Raj 
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Sir Fran. Why let him go to the Devil! no matter, 
and. the Hawnds had had him a Month agoe 
but I wiſh the Coach and Horſes were got ſafe to th" 
Inn! This is a ſharp Tawn, we mun look about us 
here, John, therefore I would have you goa alung 
with Roger, and ſee that no Body runs away with them 
before they get to the Stable, 

J. Meod. Alas-i-day, Sir: I believe our awld Cattle 
woant 3-a'ily be run away with to-night ——— but 
how ſomdever, we'lt ta' the beſt care we can of um, 

r Sawls. 
Sir Fran, Well, well! make haſte then ———— 
Moody goes out, and returns. 

J. Mood, Ods fleſh! here's Meaſter Monly come to 
wait upo' your Worſhip! 

Sir Fran, Wheere is he ? 

J. Mood. Juſt coming in, at threſhould. 

Sir Fran. Then goa about your Buſineſs, [Ex. Moody. 

Enter Manly, 
Couſin Monly / Sir, I am your very humble Servant, 

Man. I heard you were come, Sir Franc. 
and 

Sir Fran, Odſheart ! this was ſo kindly done of you, 
naw. 

Man. I wiſh you may think it ſo, Couſin! for I 
confeſs, I ſhould have been better pleas'd to have ſeen 
you in any other Place, 

Sir Fran, How ſoa, Sir? 

Man, Nay, 'tis for your own. Sake: I'm not con- 
cern'd. | 

Sir Fran, Look you, Couſin! thof' I know you wiſh 
me well; yet I don't queſtion I ſhill give you fuch 
weighty Reaſons for what I have done, that you will 
ſay, Sir, this is the wiſeſt Journey that ever I made 
in my Life. 

Man, I think it ought to be, Couſin; for I believe, 
you will find it the moſt expenſive one — your Elec- 


tion did not coſt you a Trifle, I ſuppoſe. 


Sir Fran, Why ay! it's true! That that did 
lick a little; but it a Man's wiſe, (and I han't fawnd 
| yet 
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yet that I'm'a Fool) there are ways, Couſin, to lick | 


ones ſelf whole again, 

Man, Nay if you have that Secret 

Sir Fran. Don't you be fearful, Couſin — you'll find 
that I know ſomething. 

Man. If it be any thing for your good, 1 ſhould be 
glad to know it too. 


6 


Sir Fran. In ſhort then, I have a Friend in a Cor. 


ner, that has let me alittle into what's What, at Wef- 
minſier that's one Thing! 

Man. Very well! but what Good is that to do you? 

Sir Fran. Why not me, as much as it does other 
Folks? 

Man. Other People, I doubt, have the Advantage of 
different Qualifications. 


Sir Fran. Why ay! there's it naw! you'll ſay that! 


— 


1 
kn 
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co 
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have liv'd all my Days i'th' Country — what then — 


I'm o'th' Quorum —- I have been at Seſſions, and! 
have made Speeches» theere! ay, and at Veſtry tog— 


and mayhap they may ftzd here, that I have 
brought my 1 ongue up to Town with me! D'ye take 
me, naw ? 


Man, If I take your Cafe right, Couſin; I am - 


fraid the firſt Occaſion you will have for your Eio- 


quence here, will be, to ſhew that you have any : 


Right w make ule cf it at all. 

Sir Fran, How d'ye mean ? 

Man. That Sir I h Werthland has lodg'd a Petition 
againſt you. 


Sir Fran. Petition! why ay! there let it lie — we'll | 


find a way to deal with that, I warrant ycu'! why 
you forget Couſin, Sir Fohn's o'th* Wrung fide, Mon! 


Man, I doubt, Sir Francis, that will do you but little 
ſervice; for in Caſes very notorious (Which I take 
yours to be) there is ſuch a Thing as a ſhort Day, and | 


diſpatching them immediately. 


Sir Fran, With all my Heart! the ſooner I fend 


him home again the better. 


Man. And this is the Scheme you have laid down, 


to repair your Fortune? 


Sir | 
* 
: 
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Sir Fran. In one word, Couſin, I think it my Du- 

the Wrongheads have been a conſiderable 7 
ever ſince England was England; and ſince the World 
knows 1 have Talents where-withal, they ſhan't ſay 
it's my Fault, if I don't make as good a Figure as any 
that ever were at the Head on't. 

Man. Nay! this Project, as you have laid it, will 
come up to any thing your Anceſtors have done theſe 
five hundred Years, 

Sir Fran. And let me alone to work it! mayhap I 
hav'n't told you all, neither. 

Man. You aftoniſh me! what! and is it full as 
practicable as what you have told me! 

Sir Fran. Ay, thot' I ſay it—every whit, Couſin! 

ou'll find that I have more Irons i'th' Fire than one! 
doan't come of a Fool's Errand ! 

Man. Very well. 

Sir Fran. In a word, my Wite has got a Friend at 
Court, as well as my ſelf, and her Dowghter Jenny is 


Man, | Aſide.) — And what in the Devil's Name 
would he do with the Dowdy ? 

Sir Fran. Naw, if I doan't lay in for a Husband for 
ber, mayhap i'this Tawn, ſhe may be looking out for 
her ſelf, — | 

Man, Not unlikely. | 

Sir Fran. Therefore I have ſome Thoughts of get- 
ting her to be Mid of Honour, 

Man. Aſide.] Oh! he has taken my Breath away! 
but 1 muſt hear him out, — Pray Sir Francis, do you 
think her Education has yet qualified her for a Court ? 

Sir Fran. Why, the Girl is a little too mettleſome, 


R's true! but ſhe has Tongue enough: fhe woa 't be 


daſht! Then ſhe ſhall learn to daunce forthwith, and 


that will oon teach her haw to ſtond ſtill, you know. 


Man, Very well; but when ſhe is thus accompliſnt, 
you muſt ſtil] wait for a Vacancy, 

Sir Fran, Why I hope one has a good Chance for 
that every Day, Couſin! For if I take it right, that's 
a Poſt, that Folks are not more willing to get into, 

than 
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than they are to get out of —it's like an Orange. 


Tree, upon that accawnt — it will bear Bloſſoms, and 


Fruit that's ready to drop, at the ſame time. 


Man. Well, Sir, you beſt know how to make good | 
your Pretenſions! But pray where is my Lady, and 


my young Couſins? 1 ſhould be glad to fee them too. 
Sir Fran, She is but juſt taking a Diſh of Tea with 
the Count, and my Landlady I'll call her 
dawn. | 
Man, No, no, if ſhe's engag'd, I ſhall call again, 
Sir Fran. Ods-heart ! but * mun ſee her naw, 
Couſin; what! the beſt Friend I have in the World! 


— Here! Sweet-heart! [To 4 Servant Wwithout.| 


'ythee deſire my Lady, and the Gentleman, to come 

wn a bit; tell her, here's Couſin Manly come 10 
wait upon her. 

Man. Pray, Sir, who may the Gentleman be! 

Sir Fran. You mun know him to be ſure; why it's 
Count Baſſer, 

Man, Oh! is it he? — Your Family will be inf 
nitely happy in his Acquaintance, 


Sir Fr.in. Troth! 1 think ſo too; He's the civile 
Man that ever 1 knew in my Life — why! here be 
would go out of his own Lodging, at an Hour's War 
ing, purely to oblige my Family. Was n't that kind, 


naw ? 


Man. Extremely civil — the Family is in admin. 


ble hands already! 


Sir Fran Then my Lady likes bim hugely — 1 
the Tin e of York Races, ſhe would never be withou 


him. 


Man. That was happy indeed! and a prudent Man, 


ou know, ſhould always take care that his Wife mar 
| ak innccert Campany, 

Sir Frau. Why ay! that's it! and I think ther 
could not ' - \uch another! 


Man. ay truly, for her Purpoſe, 1 think rot. 
Sir Frar. ily nv and tan, he — he ſtonds a lev 


tle too mucu upon Ceremony; that's Eis fault. 


Mall. 
* 
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Max. O never fear! he'll mend that every Day— 


Mercy on us! what a Head he has! 


Sir Fran. So! here they come 
Enter Lady Wronghead, Count Baſlet, and 
Mrs. Motherly. 

La. Wrong. Couſin Manly“ this is infinitely obli. 
ging! I am extremely glad to ſee you, 

Alan. Your molt obedient Servant, Madam; I am 
lad to ſee your Lailylhip look ſo well, after your 
ourney. | 

La. Wrong. Why really! 2 London is apt 
to put a little more Lite in one's Looks. 

Man. Yet the way of living here, is very apt to 
deaden the Coinplexion — and give me leave to tell 
you, as a Friend, Madam, you are come to the worſt 
Place in the World, for a good Woman to grow bet- 
ter in. 

La. Nrong. Lord Couſin! how ſhould People ever 
make any Figure in Lite, that are always moap'd up 
in the Country ? 

C. Baſ. Your Ladyſhip certainly takes the Thing in 
a quite right Light, Madam: Mr. Manly, your hum- 
ble Servant a- hem. 

Man, Familiar Puppy. [Aſide.] Sir, your moſt obe- 
dient — I muſt be civil to the Raſcal, to cover my 
Suſpicion of him. [Aſide. 

C. Baſ. Was you at White's this Morning, Si 3 

Man. Yes, Sir, I juſt call'd in. 

C. Baſ. Pray — what — was there any thing don 
there ? 

Man. Much as uſual, Sir; the ſame daily Carcaſes, 
and the ſame Crows about them. 

C. Ba”, The Demoivre Baronet had a bloody Tum- 
ble, yeſterday. 

Man. I hope, Sir, you hid your Share cf bim? 
C. Baſ. Na faith! | came in when it wis all over 
— 1 think 1 juſt made a couple of Betts with kim, 


tcok up a cuol hundred, and to went o the Klages 
Arms. - 


La. 
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La. Wrong. What a genteel, eaſy Manner he bas! 


. [ 4 ade, 

Man, A very hopeful Acquaintance I have made 
here. | 22 
Enter Squire Richard, with a wet brown Paper on hit 


Face. 

Sir Fran. How naw, Dick/ what's the matter with 
thy Forehead, Lad? 

Squ. Rich. I ha“ getten a knuck upon't, | 

La. Wrong. And how did you come by it, you heed. 
leſs Creature ? 

Squ. Rich. Why 1 was but running after Siſter, and 
t'other young Woman. into a little Room juſt naw; 
and ſo with that, they flapt the Door full in my Feace, 
and gave me ſuch a whurr here — I thowghe they had 
beaten my Brains out! ſo I gut a dab of wet brown. 
Paper here, to ſwage it a while. 

La. Wrong. They ſerv'd you right enough! will you 
never have done with your Horſe-play ? | 

Sir Fran, Pooh! never heed it, Lad! it will be wel 
by to-morrow the Boy has a ſtrong Head! 

Man. Yes, truly, his Skull ſeems to be of a com. 
fortable Thickneſs, | Aſfedr, 

Sir Fran. Come, Dick, here's Couſin Manly — Sir, 
this is your God-ſon. 

La. Wrong. Oh! here's my Daughter too. 


Enter Mis Jenny, 
Squ. Rich. Honour'd Cudfeyther! I crave leave to 


ask your Bleſſing, 

Man. Thou baſt it, Child and if it will do 
thee any good, may it be to make thee, at leaſt, 2 
wiſe a Man as thy Father. 

La. Wrong. Miis Fenny ! don't you ſee your Couſin, 


Child? 

Man. And for Thee, my pretty Dear — [Salat 1 
ber.] may'ſt thou be, at leaſt, as good a Woman, a 
thy Mother. = 

Jenny. I wilh I may ever be ſo Handſom, Sir. pod 


to 
do 
a | 


' 


ſin, 
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Man. Hah! Miſs Pert! Now that's a Thought, that 
ſeems to have been hatcht in the Girl on thi: tide 
Highgate. | fades 

Sir Fran, Her Tongue is a little nimble, Sir. 

La. Wrons. That's only from her Coun'ry Educitt- 
on, Sic Francic, You know ſhe bas been kept too long 
there — o 1 brought her to London, Sir, to learn a 
little more Reſerve and Medetty. 

Man, O, the beſt Place in the World for it — every 
Woman ſhe meets will teach her ſomethin of ir = 
There's the good Gentlewoman of the Hou, „ 
like a know'-:g Perſon; even ſhe perhaps wil! Le 
good as tO ſhew her a little Leudon Behaviour. 

Math. Alas, Sir, Miſs won't ſtand long in neo of 
my Inſtruction. 

Man, That I dare ſay : What thou canft :cach bor; 
ſhe will ſoon be \Nſiſtreſs of. 4. de. 

Moth, It ſhe does, Sir, they malt always be at her 
ſervice. . 

La. Wrong. Very obliging indeed, Mrs. Mcrthe = 

Sir Fran, Very kind, and civil, truly — | wink we 


18 
{ 


+ 


* are got into a mighty good Hawſe here. 


Man. O yes, and very triendly Company. 

C. Baſ. Humh! I' gad I don't like his Locks — e 
ſeems a little ſmoaky — I believe 1 had as good bruſh 
off — It I ſtay, I don't know but he may ask me 
ſome odd Queſtions. IA. 

Man, Well, Sir, I believe you and I do but hinder 
the Family 

C. Baſ. It's very true, Sir —I was juſt thinking of 
going — He don't care to leave me, I fee: but it's no 
matter, we have time enough. [Aſde.] und ſo Ladics, 
without Ceremony, your humble Servant. 

Ex. Count Baſſet. and drops a Letter. 
Ta Wrong. Ha! what Paper's this? Some Billet-doux 
Ill lay my Life, but this is no Place to examine it. 

[Puts it in her Pochet. 

Sir Fran. Why in ſuch haſte, Couſin ? | 

Man. O! my Lady mult have a great many Affairs 
upon her Hands, after ſuch a Journey, 

| C La. 
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La. Wrong. 1 believe, Sir, I ſhall not have much 
or other. 


Man. Why truly, Ladies ſeldom want Employment 
here, Madam. 


by 


leſs every Day, while I tay in this Town, of one ſort | 


: 


2 


| 


| Jenny. And Mamma did not come to it to be idle, 


Sir, 

_ Nor you neither, I dare ſay, my young Miſ- 
trels. 

Jenny. I hope not, Sir. 

Man. Ha! Miſs Mettle! 
going, Sir? 

Sir Fran. Only to ſce you to th' Door, Sir. 

Man. Oh! Sir Francis, I love to come and go, with. 
out Ceremony. 

Sir Fran. Nay Sir, I muſt do as you ws 
Your humble Servant. 


Where are yoy 


have me— 
[Exit Main. 


Jenny. This Couſin Manly, Papa, ſeems to be but 
of an odd ſort of a cruſty Humour — I don't like him 


half ſo well as the Count. 


Sir Fran. Pooh ! that's another thing, Child — Cou- 
fin is a little proud indeed! but however you muſt al- 


ways be civil to him, for he has a deal of Money; 
and no Body knows who he may give it to. 

La. Wrong. Pſhah! a Fig for his Money! you have 
ſo many Projects of late about Money, ſince you are 
a Parliament-Man: What! we muſt make our ſelves 
Slaves to his impertinent Humours, eight, or ten 
Years perhaps, in hopes to be his Heirs; and then he 
will be juſt old enough to marry his Maid. 

Moth, Nay, for that matter, Madam, the Town ſays 
he is going to be married altogether, 

Sir Fran, Who? Coulin Manly? 

La. Wrong, To whom, pray: 


Mor. Why, is it poſſible your Ladyſhip ſhould | 
know nothing of it? — to my Lord Townly's Siſter, 


Lady Grace, 
La. Virozg, Lady Grace? 
Moth. Dear Madam, it has been in the News-Pa- 


pers ! 


La. 
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La. Wrong. I don't like that neither. 
Sir Fran, Naw, I do; for then it's likely it mayn't 


be true. "Ry 

La. Wrong. [ Aſide.) If it is not too far gone; at leaſt 
it may be worth one's while to throw a Rub in his 
. Rich. Pray Feyther haw lung will it be te 

z 

1 Odſo! that's true! ſtep to the Cook, Lad, 
and ask what ſhe can get us? 

Moth, It you pleaſe, Sir, I'Il order one of my Maids 
to ſhew her where ſhe may haye any thing you haye a 
mind to. | 

Sir Fran, Thank you kindly, Mrs. Motherly, 

Sau. Rich. Ods-fleſh! what is not it i'th' Hawſe yet 
I ſhall be famiſht but howl'd! I'll 
go and ask Doll, an there's none o'th' Gooſe Poy left. 

Sir Fran. Do fo, and do'ſt hear Dick ſee if 
there's e'er a Bottle o'th' ſtrung Beer that came i'th* 
Coach with ys — if there be, clapa Toaſt in it, 
and bring it up. 

Jau. Rich, With a little m_—__ and Sugar, ſhawn't 
I, Feyther ? 

Sir Fran, Ay! ay! as thee and I always drink it for 
Breakfaſt — Go thy Ways! —— and FI fill a Pipe i'th* 
mean while. {Takes one from a Poctet-Caſe, and fills 
it. [Ex. Squ. Rich, 

La. Wrong. This Boy is always thinking of his Belly! 
Sir Fran, Why my Dear, you may allow him to be 
a little hungry after his erf, EEE 

La. Wrong. Nay, ev'n breed him your own way — 
He has been cramming in or out the Coach all this Day 
I am ſure 1 wiſh my poor Girl could eat aquar- 
ter as much. | 

Jenny, O for that I could eat a great deal more; 
Mamma; but then mayhap, I ſhould grew coarſe, like 
bim, and ſpoil my Shape. 

La. Wrong. Ay fo theu would'ſt, my Dear, 


C 2 Enter 
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Fater Squire Richard with a full Tankard. 
Squ. Rich. Here, Feyther, I ha' browght it 


it's well I wentas I did; for our Doll had jult bak'd a 


Toaſt, and was going to drink it herfelf, 


ir Fran. Why then, here's to thee, Dick! { Drinks, 


$9. Rich, Thonk yow, Feyther. 

La. Wrong. Lord! Sir Francis“ I wonder you can 
encourage the Boy to {will ſo much of that lubberly Li- 
quor — — it's enough to make him quite ſtupid. 

San. Rich. Why it niver hurts me, Mother; and ! 
lee p like a Hawnd after ir. Drinks. 

Sir Fran. I am ſure I ha'drunk it theſe thirty Years, 


and by your Leave, Madam, I don't know that 1 want 


Wit: Ha! ha! 


Jenny. But you might have had a great deal more, 


Pappa, it you would have been governed by my Mo- 


ther. 

Sir Fran. Daughter! he that is governed by his Wife, 
has no Wit at all. 

Jenny. Then I hope I ſhall marry a Fool, Sir; for 
I love to govern dearly, 

Sir Fran. You are too pert, Child; it don't do well, 
in a young Woman, 

La. Wrong. Pray Sir Francis don't ſnub her; ſhe has 
a {ine growing Spirit, and if you check her ſo, you 
will make her as dull as her Brother there. 

£q::. Rich. | After a long Draught.] Indeed Mother, 
I think my Siſter is too forward. 


Jenny. You! you think I'm too forward! ſure! | 


Brother Mud! your Head's too heavy to think of any 
thing but your Helly. 

La, Wrong. Well ſaid, Miſs; he's none of your Ma 
ſter, tho' he is your elder Brother. 

Squ. Rich, No, nor ſhe ſhawn't be my Miſtreſs, while 
ſhe's younger Siſter! 

Sir Fran, Well ſaid Dick! ſhew 'em that ſtawt L. 
quor makes a ſtawt Heart, Lad! 

54. Rich. So 1 wull! and I'll drink ageen, for al 
her! [ Drink, 
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Huter John Moody. 

Sir Fran. So John! how are the Horſes '! 

J. Mood. Troth, Sir, I ha'noa good Opinion o' this 
Tawn, it's made up o' miſchief, I think! 

Sir Frau. What's the Matter naw ? 

J. Mood, Why I'il tell your Worſhip before 
we were gotten to th' Stieet End, with the Coach, 
here, a great Luggerheaded Cart, with Wheels as thick 
as a brick Wall, laid hawld on't, and has poo'd it aw 
to bits; Crack! went the Perch! Down goes the 


Coach! and Wang! ſays the Glailes, all to Shivers! 


Marcy upon us! and this be Lenden“ would we were 
aw weell in the Country ageen ! 

Jenny. What have you to do, to wiſh us all in the 
Country again, Mr; Lubber? I hope we lha!l not go 
into the Country again theſe Seven Years, Mamina; 
let twenty Coaches be pull'd to piecer. 

Sir Fran. Hold your Tongue, Jenny ! — Was Re- 
ger in no Fault, in all this! 

J. Mocd. Noa Sir, nor I, noather are not yow 
aſheam'd, ſays Kreger ro the Carter, to do ſuch an un- 
kind thing by Strangers? Noa, ſays he, you Bumkin. 
Sir, he did the thing on very Purpoſe! and fo the 
Folks ſaid that ſtood by - Very well, ſays Roger, 
yow ſhall fee what our Meyſter will ſay to ye! Your 
Meyſter? ſays he; your Meyſter may kiſs my —— and 
fo he clapt his Hand juſt there, and like your Worſhip. 
ork I thowght they had better Breeding in this 

awn. 

Sir Fran. I'll teach this Raſcal ſome, I warrant him! 
— if I take him in hand, I'l! play the Devil with 

m. 


Squ. Rich, Ay do, Feyther, have him be fore the Par- 
ment. 
Sir Fran. Ods- bud! and ſo I will — 1 will make 
m know who I am! Where does he live: 

F. Moo. I believe, in London, Sir. 

Sir Fran. What's the Raſcal's Name! 

J. Mood. I think 1 heard ſomebody call him Dick, 
Sq, Rich, What, my Name! 

X K-43 Sir Fran, 
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Sir Fran. Where did he go? 

J. Mood, Sir, he went home. 

Sir Fran. Where's that? 

F. Mood. By my Troth, Sir, I don't know ! I heard 
bim ſay he would croſs the ſame Street again to- mor- 
row; and if we had a mind to ſtand in his way, he 
wou'd paol us over and over again. 

Sir Fran. Will he ſo! Odszooks! get me a Conſta. : 
ble. 

La. Wrong. Pooh! get you a good Supper. Come, 

Sir Francis, don't put your ſelf in a Heat for what 
can't be helpt. Accidents will happen to People that 
travel abroad to fee the World — For my part, 
think it's a Mercy it was not over-turn'd before we were ' 
all out owt. 

Sir Fran. Why ay, that's true again, my Dear. 

La. Wrong. Therefore ſee to-morrow if we can buy ? 
one at Second-hand, for preſent Uſe: fo beſpeak 2 
new one, and then all's eaſy. h 

J. Mood. Why troth, Sir, I doan't think this could 
have held you above a Day longer. 

Sir Fran. D'ye think ſo, John? 

J. Mood. Why you ha' had it, ever ſince your Wor- 5 
ſhip were High-Sherift. 

Sir Fran, Why then go and ſee what Doll has got 
us for Supper — and come and get off my Boots, 

[Exit Sir Fran, 0 

La. Mrong. In the mean time, Miſs, do you ſtep to 
Handy, and bid her get me ſome freſh Night- clothes. 

ye La. Wrong, 

Jenny. Yes, Mamma, and ſome for my ſelf too. 

[Ex. Jenny. 1 
Su. Rich. Ods. fleſn! and what mun I do all alone! xv 
in 


YI e'en ſeek out where t'other pratty Miſs is, 
And She and I'll go play gt Cards for Kiſſes, [Ex. 
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ACT HE SCENE. I 
SCENE, the Lord Townly's Houſe. 


Enter Lord Townly, a Servant attending. 


Lord To W NU x. 
H O's there: 
Serv, My Lord! 
L. Town. Bid them get Dinner — Lady Crace, 
your Servant. 


Enter Lady Grace. 

Ls. Grace. What, is the Houſe up already? My La- 
dy is not dreſt yet! | 

L. Town, No Matter — it's three a Clock — ſhe 
may break my Reſt, but ſhe ſhall not alter my Hours. 

La. Grace. Nay, you need not fear that now, for 
ſhe dines abroad. 

L. Townly, That, I ſuppoſe, is only an Excuſe for her 
not being ready yet. 

La. Grace, No, upon my Word, ſhe is engaged vo 
Company, 

L. Town, Where, pray? 

La. Grace. At my Lady Revel's; and you know they 
never dine 'till Supper-time, 

L. Town, No truly — ſhe is one of thoſe orderly 
Ladies, who never let the Sun ſhine upon any of their 
Vices! —— But pr'ythee, Siſter, what Humour is ſhe 
in To-day ? | 

La. Grace, O! in tip-top Spirits, I can aſſure you 
—— ſhe won a good deal, laſt Night, 

I. Town, I know no Difference between her Win- 
Lis or Loſing, while ſhe continues her courſe of 
e. 


C 4 La. Grace. 
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La. Grace. However ſhe is better in good Humour, 


than bad, 

L. Town, Much alike: When ſhe is in good tu. 
mour, other People only are the better for it: When in 
a very ill Humour, then, indeed, I ſeldom fail to haye 
my Share of her, 

La. Grace. Well, we won't talk of that now — 
Does any Body dine hee! 

L. Town, &A'arly promis'd me — by the way, Mz 
dam, what do you think of his laſt Converſation ? 

La. Grace. — — lam a little at a Stand about it. 

Z. Town, How fo? f | 

Ia, Grace, U hy I don't know how he can 
ever have any Thoughts ot me, that could lay down 
ſuch ſevere Rules upon Wives, in my hearirg. 

L. Town, Did you think his Rules unreaſc navle? 

Le. Grace. I can't ſay I did: But he might have had 
a little more Complaiſance before me, at leaſt. 

L. Town. Complaiſance is only a Proof of good 
Bree.ling : But his Plainneſs was a certain Proof of hi; 
Honeſty , nay, of his good Opinion of you: For he would 
never have open'd himſelf to freely, but in confidence 
that your good Senſe could not be diſobliged at it. 

La. Grace. My good Opinion of him, Brother, ha 
hitherto been guided by yours: But I have receiv'd 1 
lerer this Morning that ſhews him a very different 
Man from what I thought him. 

C. Town, Letter from whom? 

La. Grace, That don't know, but there it is. 

| Gives a Letter, 
J. Tein. Pray let's ſee. (Lead. 
Ihe laclosd, Madam, ſell accidentally into my Hand- 
if it m1 way concerns you, von will only have tht 
trouble reading this, from your ſincere Fritus 

and Hie Servant, Unknown, &C. 

La. Grace. And this was the inclos'd. | Giving another. 

L. ſown. | eads.\) To Charles Manly, Eq; 

Your manner of living With me of late, con vinen 
me, that I now grow as fainſul to you, as tom) 
ſelf: but however, though you can love me n 

- longer, 


. 


| 


* 


Z 


n 
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longer. I hope, you will not let me live worſe 
than 1 dil, before I leſt an honeſt Income, for 
the vain Hopes of being ever Tours. 
Myrtilla Dupe, 
P. S. 'Tis above four Months ſince 1 wee; a 
Shilling from you. 

La. Grace. What think you now ? 

L Town. I am conſidering 

La. Grace. You ſee it's ditected ta him — 

L. Town. That's true! but the Poſtſcript ſeems to 
be a Reproach, that I think he is not capable of de- 
ſerving, 

La. Grace. But who could have concern enough, to 
ſend it to me ? 

L. Town. 1 have obſerved, that theſe fort of Letters 
from unknown Friends, generally come trom ſecret 
Enemies. 

La. Grace. What would you have me doin it? 

L. Town. What I think you ought to do 
fairly ſhew it him, and ſay I advis'd you to it. 

Za. Grace. Will not that have a very odd Look, from 
me? 

L. Town, Not at all, if you uſe my Name in it: If 
he is Innocent; his Impatience to appear fo, will dif- 
cover his Regard to you: If he is Guilty; it will be. 
your beſt way of preventing his Addretles, 

La. Grace. But what Pretence have I to fc him out 
of Countenance ? 

L. Town. I can't think there's auy fear of hat. 

La. Grace, Pray what is't you do thinh len; 

T. Town, Why certainly, that it's much more pro- 
bable, this Letter may be all an Artigce, than that he 
is in the leaſt concern'd in it— 

Enter à Ser rant. 

Serv, Mr, Manly, my Lord. | 

T. Town, Do you receive him; while 1 ſtep a Mt 
Ate in to my Lady. (Lai: L. Town; 

Enter Min'y. | 

Man. Madam, your mot Oscdient; they told me, 

my Lord Wes here. 
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| Ta.Grace. He will be here preſently : He is but juſt 
gone in to my Siſter, 
Man, 50! then my Lady dines with us. 
La. Grace, No; ſheis engaged. | 
Man, I hope you are not of her Party, Madam? 8 
La. Grace, Not till after Dinner. 
Man. And pray how may ſhe have diſpoſed of the ret h 
of the Day: te 
| La. Grace, Much as uſual! ſhe has Viſits 'till about , 
eight; after that, till Court-time, ſhe is to be at Qu «9g 
rille, at Mrs. Ale's: After the Drawing-room, ſhe 
takes a ſhort Supper with my Lady Moonlight. And . 
from thence, they go together to my Lord Noble's AL 1 
ſembly. 
Man, And are you to doall this with her, Madam? 3 
La. Grace. Only a few of the Viſits: | would in- xy; 
deed have drawn her to the Play; but I doubt we a 
have ſo much upon our Hands, that will not be prac-- fil 
ticable, tt 
Man. Zut how can you forbear all the reſt of it? 
La. Grace. There's no great Merit in furbearing, v. 
what one is not charm'd with, ; 
| Man, And yet J have found that very difficult, in my 


7 — A — 


time. 4 d: 
La. Grace, How do you mean: v. 
Man. Why, I have paſs'd a great deal of my Life, in at 

the hurry of the Ladies, though I was generally bet 

ter pleas'd, when I was at wm without 'em. = W 
La. Grace, What induc'd you, then, to be win or 

them ? F th 
Man. Idleneſs, and the Faſhion. ' 

La. Grace. No Miſtreſſes in the caſe ? db. 


Man. To ſpeak honeſtly ves bein; 
often in the Toy ſhop, there was no forbearing the BaW! 
bles, 3 

La. Grace. And of courſe, I ſuppoſe, at 
were tempted to pay fur them, twice as much as the) 

were worth, 
Man, Why re lly, where Fancy only makes the 
Choice, Madam, no wonder if we are generally bob 
bled, ia thoſe ſort of Bargains, which I confeſs * 
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been often my Caſe: For I had conſtintly ſome Co- 
quet, or other, upon my Hands, whom I could love 
perhaps juſt enough, to put it in her power to plague 
me. 

La. Grace. And that's a Power, I doubt, commonly 
made uſe of. 

Man. The Amours of a Coquet, Madam, ſeldom 
have any other View! I look upon Them, and Prudes, 
to be Nuſances, juſt alike; tho“ they ſeem very diffe- 
ren:: The firſt are always plaguing the Men; and the 
other are always abuſing tie Women. 

La. Grace. And yet both cf them do it for the ſame 
yain Ends; to eſtabliſh a falſe Character of being Vigte 
tuous. 

Man. Of being Chaſte, they mean; for they know 
no ther Virtue : and, upon the Credit of that, they 
traffick in every thing elſe, that's Vicious: They (even 
ag inſt Nature) keep their Chaſtity, only becauſe they 
find, they have more power to do Miſchief with it, than 
they could poſſibly put in Practice without it. 

La. Grace, Hold! Mr. Manly: I am afraid this ſe- 
vere Opinion of the Sex, is owing to the ill Choice you 
have made of your Miſtreſſes. 

Man. In a great meaſure, it may be ſo: Bur, Ma- 
dam, if both theſe Characters are lo odious ; how vaſtly 
valuable is that W oman, who has attain'd all they aim 
at without the Aid of the Folly, or Vice of either? 

La, Grace. | believe thoſe fort of Women to be as 
ſcarce, Sir, as the Men, that believe there are any ſuch; 
" that allowing ſuch have Virtue enough to deſerve 

em. 

Man. That could deſerve them them had 
been a more favourable Reflexion! 

La. Grace. Nay, I ſpeak only from my little Expe- 
rience: For (I'll be free with you, Mr. Manly) I don't 


know a Man, in the World, that, in Appearance, might 


better pretend to a Woman of the firſt Merit, than 
— ſelf: And yet I have a Reaſon, in my Hand, 
e, to think you have yu Failings. 

. Man. 
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Alan. 1 have infinite, Midam; but I am ſure, the 
want of an implicit Relpect for you, is not among the 
Number pray what is in four Hand, Madam 

La. Grace. Nay, Sir, 1 have no Title toit; for the 
Direction i: to you. | Gives him a Liter | 
Man. To me! I don't remember the Hand —— *' 

Reads to himſelf 

La. Grace. I can't perceive any change of Guilt in 
him! and his Surprize ſeems Natural! (Aide... 
Give me leave to tell you one thing by the way, Mr, 
Manly ; That 1 ſhould never have ſhewn you this, but 
mat my Brother enjoyn'd me to it, 

Man. I take that to proceed from my Lord's good 
Opinion of me, Madam. 

La. Grace, I hope, at leaſt, it will ſtand as an Ex. 
cuſe for my taking this Liberty. 

Man, 1 never yet ſaw you do any thing, Madam, 
that wanted an Excuſe; and, I hope, you will not 

ive me an Inſtance to the contrary, by reſuſing the 

avour I am going to ask you, | 

La. Grace. 1 don't believe I ſhall refuſe any, that 
you think proper to ask. | 

Man. Only this, Madam, to indulge me ſo far, x 
ao let me know, how this Letter came into your 
Hands. 

La. Grace, Incloſed to me, in this, without 2 
Name. | | 

Man. If there be no Secret in the Contents, Mz 
dam | 

La, Grace. Why —- there is an impertinent Inſfi- 
nuation in it; But as I know your good Senſe wil 
ahink it ſo too, I will venture to truſt you. | 

Mai, You oblige me, Madam. 

| Be takes the other Letter, and read. 

La. Grace. [ Aſide.) Now am I in the oddeſt Situation! 
methinks our Converſation grows terribly Critical! 
This muſt produce ſomething: O lud! woul 
xt were over! | | 

Man. Now, Madam, I begin to have ſome Light in- 
W the poor Project, that is at the Bottom of all this. 

La, Gradi. 
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La. Grace. 1 have no Notion of what could be pro- 
poled by it. 

Man. A little Patience, Madam 
to the Inſinuation you mention 

La. Grace. O! what is he going to ſay now! | A(:4e, 

Man, Tho' my Intimacy with my Lord may have 
allow'd my Viſits to bave been very frequent kere, of 
late: Yet, in ſuch a talking Town, as this, you muſt 
not wonder, it a great many of thoſe Viſits are plac'd 
to your Account: And this taken for granted, I fup- 
a has been told to my Lady Mronghead, as a piece 
ef News, fince her Arrival, not improbably without 
many more imaginary Circumſtances, 

La. Grace. My Lady Wronghead ! 

Man. Ay, Madam, for 1 am poſitive this is her 
Hand ! 


La. Grace. What View could ſhe have in writino it 


11. 


Man. To interrupt any Treaty of Mrriage, ſhe may 
have heard I am engaged in: Becauſe if I die with- 
out Heirs, her Family expects that ſome part of my 
Eſtate may return to them again. But, I hope, ſhe 
is ſo far miſtaken, that if this Letter has given you the 
leaſt Uneaſineſs, — LI ſhall think that the happieſt Mo- 
ment of my Life. 


La. Grace. That does not carry your uſual Com- 
plaiſance, Mr. Manly. 

Man. Yes, Madam, becauſe I am ſure 1 can con- 
vince you of my Innocence. | 
La. Grace. I am ſure I have no right to enquire 
into it. 

Man. Suppoſe you may not, Madam; ye: you may 
very innocently have ſo much Curiqſity. 

La, Grace, With what an arttul Gentlene(s he ſteals in- 
tomy Opinion? [ Aſide.] Well, ur, I won't pretend to 
have ſo little of the Woman, n me, as to want Curio- 
lity But pray, do you ſuppole then, this Myriillz 
is areal, or a fictitious Name:? | 


Man, Now I recollect, Madam, there is a young 
Woman, in the Houſe, where my Lady 1Tronghead 
lodges, that I heard lomebody call Myrtilla: This 


Letter 


Firſt, as 
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Letter may be written by her — but how it came di. 


rected to me, I confeſs is a Myſtery; that before! 


ever reſume to ſee your Lady ſhip again, I think my | 
blig d, in Honour, to find out. [ Going, | 


ſelf o 
La. Grace. Mr. Manly you are not going} 
Man. Tis but to the next Street, Madam; 1 ſhank, 

back in ten Minutes, | 

La. Grace. Nay! but Dinner's juſt coming up. 

Man. Madam, I can neither eat, nor reſt, till I fee 
an end of this Affair! 

La. Grace. But this is ſo odd! why ſhould any ſilly 
Curiolity of mine drive you au ay? 

Man. Since you won't ſuffer it to be yours, Mz 
dam; then it ſhall be only to ſatisfy my own Curivli. 
ty Exit Manly, 

La. Grace, Well and now, what am I t 
think of all this? Or, ſuppoſe an indifferent Perſon had 
heard every Word we have ſaid to one another, what 
would They have thought on't? Would it have been 
very abſurd to conclude, he is ſeriouſly inclined to paſs 
the reſt of his Life with me ? --— 1 hope not for 
I am ſure, the Caſe is terribly clear on my Side! 
and why may not I, without Vanity, ſuppole my — 
unaccountable ſomewhat — has done as much Execu- 
tion upon him ? why --- becauſe ie never told me 
ſo nay, he has not ſo much as mention'd the World. 
Love, or ever ſaid one civil thing to my Perſon 
well but he has ſajd a thouſand to my good Ops. 
nion, and has certainly got it had be ſpoke ful 
to my Perſon, he had paida very ill Compliment to my! 
Underſtanding I ſhould have thought him Im- 
| roagyy why and never have troubled my H= abou 

im; but as he has manag'd the matter, at leatt I an; 
ſure of one thing; that let his Thoughts be what they 
will, 1 ſhall never trouble my Hea about any othe 

Man, as long as I live. N 


| Enter Mrs. Truſty. 
Well, Mrs. Truſty, is my Siſter «.reſs'd yet? | 
Truſty. Yes, Madam; but my Lord has been com 
ing her ſo, I think, 'till they are both out of Humour 
La. Grace. How ſo? Tru 


„ 
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Truſfy. Why, it begun, Madam, with his Lordſhip's 
Fe * 8 dine at home To-day— upon 
which my Lady ſaid ſhe could not be ready; upon 
chat, my Lord order'd them to ſtay the Dinner, and 
then my Lady order'd the Coach; then my Lord took 
her ſhort, and ſaid, he had order'd the Coachman to 
ſetup: Then my Lady made him a great Curt'ſy, and 
faid, ſhe would wait *till his LordIhip's Hortes had 
din'd, and was mighty pleaſant: But for fear of the 
worſt, Madam, ſhe whiſper'd me — to get her Chair 


ready. Exit Truſty. 
La. Grace. Oh! here they come; and, by their Looks, 
ſeem a little unfit for Company. Vxit La. Grace, 


Enter Lady Vownly, Lord Townly followang. 

La. Town. Well! look you, my Lord; I can bear it 
no longer! nothing ſti:] but avout my Faults, my 
Faults! an agreeable Subject truly! 

L. Town, Why, Madam, if you won't hear of them; 
how can I ever hope to ſee you mend them ? 

La, Town, Why, 1 don't intend to mend them— 1 
can't mend them — you know I have try'd to doit 
an hundred times, and— it hurts me ſo— I can't 
bear it! 

L, Town, And I, Madam, can't bear this daily licen- 
tious Abuſe of your Time and Character. 

La. Town, Abuſe! Aſtoniſhing ! when the Univerſe 
knows, I am never better Company, than when I am 
doing what I have a mind to! But to ſee this World! 
that Men can never get over that lilly Spirit of Con- 
tradition —— why but 1.{t Tharſday now — there 
you wiſely amended one of my Faults as you gall them 
—you inſiſted upon my not going to the Mafquerade 
— and pray, what was the Contequence! was 
croſs as the Devil, all the Night after? was 
forc'd to get Company at home? and was not 
moſt three o* lock in the Morning, befote I was able 
to come to my ſeit again? and then the Faul- is not 
mended neither for next time, I in:'] only have 
twice the Inclination to go: ſo that ali this mending, 
and mending, you ſee, is but dearning an old Ruffle, 
© make it worſe than it was before, 


L. Town, 
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L. Town, Well, the manner of Women's living, of | 1 


late, is inſupportable; and one way or other 

La. Town. It's to be mended, 1 ſuppoſe! why ſo it 
may; but then, my dear Lord, you muſt give one 
Time and when Things are at worft, you 
know, they may mend themſelves! ha! ha! 

L. Town, Madam, 1 am not in a Humour, now, te 
trifle. . 

La, Town. Why then, my Lord, one Word of fair 


o 


| 


Argument --- to talk with you, your ewn way now -= 
You complain of my late Hours, and I of your early 


ones — ſo far are we even, you'll allow 


but 


pray which gives us the beſt Figure, in the Eye of the 


Polite World? my active, ſpirited Three in the Morn. 


ing, or your dull, drowſy Eleven at Night? Now, I | 


think, one has the Air of a Woman of Quality, and 
t'Other of a plodding Mechanick, that goes to Bed be. 
times, that he may riſe early, to open his Shop! — 
Faugh! 


L. Town. Fy, fy, Madam! is this your way of Rez. 
ſoning? 'tis time to wake you then ---- tis not your 
ill Hours alone, that diſturb me, but as often the ill 


Company, that occaſion thoſe ill Hours. 


La. Town. Sure I don't underſtand you now, my 


Lord; what ill Company do I keep? 


L. Town, Why, at beſt, Women that loſe their Mo- 


ey, and Men that win it! Or, perhaps, Men that are 


n 
voluntary Bubbles at one Game, in hopes a Lady will 
ive them fair play at another, Then that unavoida- | 


le mixture with known Rakes, conceal'd Thieves, and 
Sharpers in Embroidery cr what, to me, is 
ſill more ſhocking, that Herd of familiar chattering 
crop-ear'd Coxcombs, who are ſo often like Monkeys, 
there would be no knowing them aſunder, but that 
their Taiis hang from their Head, and the Monkey's 
grows where it ſhould do. 


ig 


La. Town, And a Husband muſt give eminent Proof 
of his Senſe, that thinks their Powder-puffs dangerous. 
T. Town, Their being Fools, Madam, is not always | 


the Husband's Security: Or if it were, Fortune, ſome- 
umes, 
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' - zimes, gives them Adyantages might make a thinking 


Woman tremble. 

La. Town, What do you mean! 

I. Town, That Women, ſometimes, loſe more than 
they are able to pay; and if a Creditor be a litle preſ- 
fing, the Lady may be reduc'd, to try it inſtead of 
Gold, the Gentleman will accept of a Trinket. 

La. Toun. My Lord, you grow ſcurrilous; you'll 
make me hate you. I'll have you to know, I keep 
Company with the politeſt People in Town, and the 
Aſſemblies I frequent are full of ſuch. 

L. Town. Soare the Churches now and then. 

Ls. Town. My Friends frequent them too, as well 
as the Aſſemblies. 

L. Town, Les, and weuld do it oftner, if a Groom 
of the Chambers there were allow'd to furniſh Cards 
to the Company. 

La. Town. I ſee what you drive at all this while; 
you would lay an Imputation on my Fame, to cover 
your own Avarice! I might take any Pleaſures, I find, 
that were not exper (ive. 

L. Town, Have a Care, Madam; don't let me think 


you only value your Chaſtity, to make me reproach- 


able for not indulging you in every thing elſe, that's 
vicious — I, Madam, have a Reputation too, to guard, 
that's dear to me, as yours — Tbe Fullies of an 


ungovern'd Wife may make the wiſeſt Man une g= 


= tis his own fault, if ever they make him contemp- 
tivle, 


4a Town, My Lord - you woud make a Woman 
mad! 


L. Toun, You'd make a Man a Fool. 

La. Town, If Heaven has made you otherwiſe, that 
won't be in my Power. 

L. Town, Whatever may be in your Inclination, 
Madam; I'll prevent your making me a Beggar, at 


leaſt 


La, Town, A Beggar! Cræſus? I'm out of Patience! 


I won't come home till four To-morrow Morning. 


L. Towns 


— 
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L. Town, That may be, Madam; but I'll order the 


. 
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Doors to be lock'd at twelve. oY 


La. Town, Then I won't come home till To- mot. 
row Night. 
L. Town, Then, Madam; — 0 ſhall never come | 
home again. Exit L. Town, 
La. Town. What does he mean! I never heard ſuchz 
Word from him in my Life before! the Man always 
us'd to have Manners in his worſt Humours! there's 
ſomething, that 1 don't fee, at the Bottom of all this 
but his Head's always upon ſome impraQticably 
Scheme or other, fo I won't trouble mine any longer 
about him. Mr. Manly, your Servant, | 
Enter Manly. | 
Man, | ask Pardon for my Intruſion, Madam; but 
I hope my Bulineſs with my Lord will excuſe it. / 
La. Town, | believe you'll find him in the next 
Room, Sir. | 
Man. Will you give me leave, Madam ? | 


La. Town, Sir — you have my leave tho” you 
were a Lady, | 

Man. | Aſide.) What a well-bred Age do we live 
in? Exit Manly. 

Enter Lady Grace. | 

La. Town. O! my dear Lady Grace! how could you | 
leave meſo unmercifully alone all this while? | 

ea. Grace. I thought my Lord had been with you; 

La. Town. Why yes--- and therefore | wanted your | 
Relief; for he has been in ſuch a Fluſter here 

La. Grace. Bleſs me! for what: | 

La, Town. Only our uſual Breakfaſt; we have each 
of us had our Diſh of Matrimonial Comfort, this Mort 
ing! we have been charming Company ! 

La. Grace, I am mighty glid of it! ſure it muſt bea | 
vaſt Happineſs, when a Man anda Wife can give them | 
felves the ſame Turn of Converſation ! 

La. Town, O! the prettieſt thing in the World! 

La, Grace. Now I ſhould be afraid, that where two 
People are every Day together ſo, they muſt often be 
in want of ſomething to talk upon, 


44 
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La. Town. O my Dear, you are the moſt miſtaken 
in the World! married People have Things to talk of, 
Child, that never enter into the Imagination of others 
— why, here's my Lord and I now, we have not 
been married above two ſhort Years, you know, and 
we have already eight or ten Things conſtantly in 
Bank, that whenever we want Company, we can take 
up any one of them for two Hours together, and the 
dudje c never the flatter : nay, if we have occaſion for 
it, it will be as freſh next Day too, as it was the firſt 


Hour it entertained us, 


La. Grace. Certainly, that muſt be vaſtly pretty! 
La. Town. O! there's no Life like it! why t'other 
Day for Example, when you din'd abroad; my Lord 


' and 1, after a pretty cheerful tete à téte Meal, ſat us 


down by the Fire- ſide, in an eaſy, indolent, pick-tooth 


Way, for about a Quarter of an Hour, as if we had 
not thought of one another's being in the Room 
at laſt, ſtretching himſelf, and yawning My Dear, 
fays he— aw — you came home very late, laſt Night 
—  'Twas but juſt turn'd of Two, ſays I I was 
bed aw by Eleven, ſays he; ſo you are every 
Night, ſays I —— Well, fays he, I am amaz'd you 
can fit up ſo late How can you be amaz'd, ſays 
I, at a Thing that happens ſo often? upon 
which we enter'd into a Converſation and tho? 
this is a Point has entertained us above fifty times al- 
ready, we always find ſo many pretty new Thingsto 
ſay upon it, that I believe, in my Soul, it will laſt as 
long as we live! 

La. Grace. But pray! in ſuch fort of Family Dia- 
logues (tho' extremely well, for paſſing the Time) don't 
there, now and then, enter ſome little witty ſort of 
Bitterneſs ? 

La. Town, O yes! which does not do amiſs at all! 
A ſmart Repartee, with a Zeſt of Recrimination at the 
Head of it, makes the prettieſt Sherbet! Ay, ay! if 
we did not mix a little of the Acid with it, a matri- 
monial Society would be fo luſcious, that nothing but 
an old liquoriſh Prude would be able to bear it. 

La. Grace, 


68 The PrRovor'p Hus BAND; or, 


La. Grace. Well certainly you have the mot 
elegant Taſte | 

La. Town. Tho? to tell you the Truth, my Dear, | 
rather think we ſqueez'd a little too much Lemon in- 
to it, this Bout; for it grew ſo ſour at laſt, that — 
I think —— I almoſt told him, he was a Fool ---- and 
he again — talk'd ſomething odly of ---- turning e 
out of Doors! 

La. Grace. O! have a Care of that! 
La. Town, Nay, if he ſhould, I may thank my o- 
wile Father for that | 

La. Grace. How (0? | 
La. Town, Why when my good Lord firſt o. 
pen'd his honourable Trenches before me, my una 
countable Papa, in whoſe Hands I then was, gave me! 
up at Diſcretion ! | 
La. Grace. How do you mean? | 
La. Town, He ſaid, the Wives of this Age wer 
come to that paſs, that he would not deſire ev'n hi! 


own Daughter ſhould be truſted with Pin-noney; ſo l 
that my whole Train of ſepartte loclinatioas are le 1 
entirely at the Mercy cf a Husband', odd Humours. 

La. Grace. Why, that, indeed, is enough to make 2 * 


Woman of Spirit look about her! 
La. Town. Nay but to be ſerious, my Dear; what: 
would you, really, have a Woman do in my Caſe? | 
La. Grace. Why if 1 had as ſober a Husband 
as you have, I would make my ſelf the happieſt Wit 
in the World, by being as ſober as he. 


La. Town. O! you wicked thing! how can youteiz 4 
one at this rate? when you know he is ſo very {ober, 1 
that (except giving me Money) there is not one thing} | 
in the World he can do to pleaſe me! And I, atthe} j 
ſame time, partly by Nature, and partly, perhaps, 1 fy 
keeping the beſt Company, do with my Soul love 4 


molt every ing he hates! I doat upon Aſſemblies! 
my Heart bounds, at a Ball; and at an Opera —— | 
expire! then I love Play, to Diſtraction! Cards in- 


chant me! and Dice — put me out of my little Wi 
Deat! 


0 


ö 


Tongue's End, I give a great Gulp 


yo! make you forſwear Play, as long as you live: 


Ia. Town. O yes! I have foriworn it. 


lef 
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Pear! dear Hazard! oh! what a Flow of Spirits it 
ves one! Do you never play at Hazard, Chii4 ? 

La. Grace. Oh! never! 1 don't think it lits well, 
upon Women: there's ſomething ſo Maſculine, fo 
much the Air of a Rake, in it! you fee low it makes 
the Ven {wear and curſe! and whena Woman is thrown 
into the ſame Paſlion ——— why 

La. Town, That's very true! one is a little put to 
it, ſometimes, not to make uſe of the ſame Words to 
expreſs it. 

La. Grace. Well 


and, upon ill Luck: pray what 


' Words are you really forc'd to make uſe of ? 
| 


La. Town, Why upon a very hard cafe, indeed, 
when a ſad wrong Word is riſing juſt to one's 
and \wal. 


low it, 
La. Grace. Well - and is not that enough te 


La. Grace, Serioutly ? 
La. Town. Solemnly! a thouſand times; but then 


te: One is conſtantly forſworn. 


La. Grace, And how can you anſwer that? 
La. Town, My Dear, what we ſay, when we are 


: Loſers, we look upon to be no more binding, than a 


Lover's Oath, or a great Min's Promiſe. But I beg 
| Pardon, Child; I ſhould not lead you fo far into the 
Vorld; you are a Prude, and deſign to live ſoberly. 

La, Grace. Why, I confeſs my Nature and my E- 
ducation do, in a * degree, incline me that way. 
La, Town, Well! bow a Woman of Spirit, (for 
pou don't want that, Child) can dream of living ſo- 
ly, 1s to me inconceivable! for you will marry, I 
| ſuppoſe! 
Ls. Grace. I can't tell but I may. 
Ta. Town, And won't you live in Town ? 
| La, Grace, Halt the Year, I ſhould like it very well. 
La, Town. My Stars! and you would really live in 


il London halt the Year, to be ſober in it! 


La. Grace. Why not? 
Ls, Ion. 
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Ls. Town, Why can't you as well go, and be ſchen 
in the Country ? 

La. Grace. So I would ---- t'other half Year. 

La. Town, And pray, what comfortable Scheme/ 
Life would you form now, for your Summer and 
Winter ſober Entertainments ? 


La. Grace, A Scheme, that I think might very well 
content us. 


La. Town, O! of all things let's hear it. 

La. Grace. Why, in Summer, I could paſs my lei. 
ſure Hours in Riding, in Reading, walking by a Canal, 
or ſitting at the end of it under a great Tree; in drel. 


ſing, dining, chatting with an agreeable Friend, per. 


haps hearing a little Mulick, taking a Diſh of Tea, or 
a Game at Cards, ſoberly! Managing my Family, look. 
ing into its Accounts, playing with my Children (if! 
had any) or in a thouſand other innocent Amuſement 


— ſoberly! and poſſibly, by theſe means, I might in- 


duce my Husband to be as ſober as my ſelf. ---- 

La. Town, Well, my Dear, thou art an afoniſhing 
Creature! For ſure ſuch primitive antediluvian Not- 
ons of Life have not been in any Head theſe thouſand 
Years ---- Under a great Tree! O'my Soul ---- But | 


beg we may have the ſober Town-ſcheme too -A for! 


am charm'd with the Country one 

La. Grace, You ſhall, and I'll try to ſtick to my 30. 
briety there too. 

La. Town, Well, tho“ I am ſure it will gi: me the 


_ FS 


Herre 


Aa. 


Vapours, I muſt hear it however. 
La. Grace. Why then, for fear of your fainting, Ma 
dam, I will firſt ſo far come into the Faſhion, that l 


would never be dreſs'd out of it but ſtill it ſhould F Enjo 


be ſoberly, For I can't think it any Diſgrace, to 2 
Woman of my private Fortune, not to wear her Lace 
as fine as the Wedding-ſuit of a firſt Dutcheſs, Tho' 
there is one Extravagance I would venture to come 
up to ! 
"= Town, Ay now for it 
La. Crate. I would every Day be as clean, as a Bride. 


La. Town, Why, the Men tay, that's a great Stef 
0 


: 
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o be made one Well now you are dreſt ---- pray 
let's ſee to what Purpoſe? 
La. Grace. I would viſit ---- that is, my real Friends; 


71 


but as little for Form as poſſible. I would go to 
Court; ſometimes to an Aſſembly, nay play at a- 
drills ----- ſoberly: I would fee all the good Plays; 
and, (becauſe'tis the Faſhion) now and then an Opera, 
——— but 1 would not Expire there, for fear I 
ſhould never go again: And laſtly, I can't ſay, but for 
Curioſity, if I liked my Company, I might be drawn 
in once to a Maſquerade! And this, I think, is as far 
as any Woman can go ſoberly. 

La. Town, Well! if it had not been for that laſt 


Piece of Sobriety, I was juſt going to call for ſome 


Surfeit-water. 
La. Grace. Why, don't you think, with the farther 
Aid of Breakfaſting, Dining, taking the Air, Supping, 


Sleeping, not to ſay a word of Devotion, the four and 


twenty Hours might roll over in a tolerable Manner? 

La, Town. Tolerable? Deplorable! Why, Child, all 
lou propoſe, is but to Endure Life, now I want to 

It, — 
Enter Mrs. Truſty. 

Truſ. Madam, your Ladyſhip's Chair is ready. 

La. Town, Have the Footmen their white Flambeaux 
yet? for laſt Night I was poiſon'd. 
Iruſ. Yes, Madam; there were ſome come in this 


at | 
Huld 
to 1 
Lace 
Tho' 
ode 


ride. 


Ex. Truſty. 
La. Town, My Dear, you will excuſe me; but you 
know my Time is ſo precious 

La. Grace, That I beg I may not hinder your leaſt 
Enjoyment of it. 

La. Town, You will call me at Lady Revel's ? 

Ls. Grace. Certainly, 

La, Town, But I am ſo afraid it will break into your 

» my Dear! 
Ls, Grace, When it does, I will ---- ſoberly break 
you, 

La. Town, Why then, 'till we meet 


again, dear 


Step 
0 


üer, 1 wiſh you all tolerable Happineſs. 
| | Ex. La. Town, 


* 
* 


= 
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La. Grace. There ſhe goes — Daſh! into her Stream 
of Pleaſures! Poor Woman! the is really a fine Crez. | 


ture! and ſometimes infinitely agreeable! nay take her 
out of the Madneſs of this Town, rational in her No. 
tions, and eaſy to live with: But ſhe is fo born down 
by this Torrent of Vanity in vogue, ſhe thinks eve. | 


ry Hour of her Life is loſt that ſhe does not lead at 
the Head of it. What it will end in, 1 tremble to 
imagine ! ---- Ha! my Brother, and Aazly with him! | 
I gueſs what they have been talking of —> | ſhall hear | 
it in my turn, I ſuppoſe, but it won't become me to 


be inquiſitive. h | E::. La. Grace, 
Enter Lord Townly, and Manly. 


L. Town, 1 did not think my Lady M ronghead had 


ſuch a notable Brain: Tho' I can't ſay ſhe was fo very 


the Secret. 
Man. No my Lord, you miſtake me; had the Girl 


wile, in truſting this filly Girl you call Myrtilla, hat 


been in the Secret, perhaps I had never come at it | 


my ſelf. | 


at 
cio 


L. Town, Why I thought you ſaid the Girl writ this | Jet 


Letter to you, and that my Lady Wronghead ſent it in» 
clos'd to iny Siſter ? 


Man. It you plea to give me leave, my Lord — | 


the Fact is thus ---- Ti: inclos'd Letter to Lady Grace 


8 


was a real Original one, written by this Girl, to the 
Count we have been talking ct: The Count drops it, 
and my Lady i 7-::0head finds it: Then only changes 
the Cover, ſhe ſeals it up as 2 Letter of Buſineſs, j 
written by her ſeif, to me: And pretending to be in 
a Hurry, gets this innocent Girl to write the DireQt 
on, for her. | 

L. Town, Oh! then the Girl did not know ſhe wa 
ſuperſcribing a Billet-doux of her own, to you? 

Man. No, my Lord; for when | firſt queſtion'd her 
about the Direction, ſhe own'd it immediately: But 
when I ſhew'd her that the Letter to the Count was 


within it, and told her how it came into my Hands, | 


the poor Creature was amaz'd, and thought her- | 


ſelf betray'd both by the Count and my Lady — 
in 


* 3 


A Journey to LONDON. 73 


a ſhort upon this Diſcovery, the girl and | grew ſo gra- 


cious, that [he has let me into ſome Tranſactiens, in 
my Lady Hronghead's Family, which, with my havin 
a careful Eye over them, may prevent the Ruin of it. 
I. Town. You are very generous to be fo ſollicitous 
for a Lady, that has given you ſo much Ineaſineſe. 
Man. But I will be moſt unmercitully reveng'd of 


ber: for I will do her the greateſt Friendſhip in the 
'F World 


againſt her Will. 
L. Town, What an uncommon Philoſophy art thou 


| Maſter of? to make even thy Malice a Virtue! 


Man, Yet, my Lord, I afſure you, there is no one 


Action of my Life gives me more Pleaſure, than your 


Approbation of it. 

L. Town. Dear Charles ! my Heart's impatient, till 
thou art nearer to me: And as a Proof that I havelon 
wiſht thee ſo: While your daily Conduct has choſen 
rather to deſerve, than ask my Siſter's Favour; I have 


deen as ſecretly Induſtrious to make her ſenſible of 


your Merit: And ſince or: this Occaſion you have o- 
pen'd your whole Heart to me, tis now with equal 
Pleaſure I aſſure you, we have both ſucceeded 
ſhe is as firmly Yours ----- | | 

Man. Impoſſidle! you flatter me 

L. Town, I'm glad you think it Flattery: but ſite 
her ſelf ſhall prove it none: ſhe dines with us alone 
when the Servants are withdrawn, 1'il open a Conver- 
ation, that ſhall excuſe my leaving you together — 
O! Charles! had I, like thee, been cautious in m 
Choice, what melancholy Hours had this Heart a» 
voided ! 

Man. No more of that, I beg, my Lord 

L. Town, But 'twill, at leaſt, be ſome Relief to my 
Anxiety (however barren of Content the State has been 
to me) to ſee ſo near a Friend and Siſter happy, in it: 
Your Harmony of Life will be an Inftance how much 
the Choice of Femper is preferable to Beauty, 

While your ſoft Hours in mutual Kindneſs moye, 

You'll reach, by Virtue, what I loft by Love. 


. [Fveunt, 
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SCENE Ars. Motherly's Honſe. | me ; 
ö mad 
E ' , Ms | Nay 
nter Mrs. Motherly, mceting Myrtilla. Not 
Moth. CO, Niece! where is it poſſible you can hae fwly 
been theſe fix Hours ? | oy 
Myr. O Madam! | have ſuch a terrible Story to tel _— 
ou! » Wet 


; : 

lou h. A Story! Oils my Life! What have you done ® 
With the Count's Note of five hundred Pound, I ſem! 
you about? is it ſafe? is it good: is it Security: mut 
Myr, Yes, yes, it is fate: But for its Goodneſs thing 
Mercy on us! I have been in a fair way to be hang! . 
about it! 
Moth. The dickens! has this Rogue of a Count play 
us another Trick then? | 
Myr. You ſhall hear, Madam; when J came to Mr, 
Ca/ the Banker's, and ſhew'd him bis Note for fir 
tundred Pounds, payable to the Count, gr Order, in 
two Months ---- he look'd earneſtly apon it, and dehir'l 
me to ſtep into the Inrer Room, while he exmin'd 
his Books after I had ſtaid about ten Minutes, be 
came in to me claps to the Door, and charge ,, | 
me with a Conſtable for Forgery. x 

Moth. Ah! poor Soul! and how didſt thou get off! 1 
Air. While 1 was ready to fink in this Condition, 0) 
I beg'd him to have a little Patience, 'til I could ſend 
for Mr. Manly, whom he knew to be a Gentleman d 
Worth and Honour, and who, I was ſure, would cor- 
vince him, whatever Fraud might be in the Note, tha 
I was my ſelf an innocent, abus'd Woman 
and as good Luck would have it, in leſs than half at! 
Hour Mr. Manly came — {0, Wi.out * 
a: tel, 


: 
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Mitter, I fairly told him upon what Deſign the Count 


bad lodg'd that Note in your lands, and in ſhore, laid 


1 


open the whole Scheme he had drawn us into, to make 


© our Fortune. ; 
F Moth. Tic Devil you did! 


19 


off) | tome ſuch a Cargo of Bawoles and Trumpery 


Myr. * ly OW do you think it was po ſſibſe, T con 14d 
any other ways make Mir, Manly my Friend, to help 
me out of the Scripe I was in? To conc/ude, he ſoon 
| made Mr. Cal ealy, and ſent away the Conſtable; 
| nay farther he promi:'d me, it I would truſt the 

Note in his Hands, he would take care it ſhould be 
fully pail before it was due, and at the ſame time 
| would Live me an ample Revenge upon the Count; fo 
lat all you have pow to conlider now, Madam, is, 
whether you think yuurlelf (ater in the Court's Hands, 
or Mr. Manly's ? 

Moth, Nay, nay, Child; there is no choice in the 
mitter! Mr, Manly may be a Friend indeed, it any 
thing in our Power can make lim fo. 

Myr, Well, Madam, and now pray, how ſtand Xlat— 
ters at home here > What has the Count done with 
the Ladies ? 

Meth, Why every thing he has a Mind to do, by this 
time, I ſuppoſe. He is in as high Fayour with Nils, 
as he is with my Lady, 

Ayr. Pray, where are the Ladies? 
| Moth, Nattling broad in their own Coach, and the 
well bred Count along with them: They have been 

ſcouring all the Shops in Town over, buying fine 


2 I” 


al wings and new Clothes, from Morning to Night : 


They have made one Voyage already, and have brought 


Mercy on the poor Man that's to pay for them! 


ſend Myr, Did not the young Squire go with them! 

in of Meth, No, no; Mils faid, truly he would but diſ- 

con- Vece their Party: fo they even left him aſleep by the 
Kitchen Fire, ; 

that 

* Myr. Has not he a:ked :fter me all this while! For 


bad a ſort of an Allignation with him. 


g the! 2 Alor h, 
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Moth, O yes! he has been in a bitter Taking abom 
it. At laſt his Diſappointment grey ſo uneaſy, ta 
he fairly tell a crying; ſo to quiet him, I ſent one o 
the Maids and John Aoedy abroad wich him to ſhey 
him the 1 ions, and the Monument, Od 
me! there he is, juſt come home again you may 
have Buſineſs with him ſo I'll even turn y 
together. 


* 


r 


Fnter Squire Richard. 

Squ. Rich, Soah! ſoah! Mrs. Myriilla, wheere hu 
yow been aw this Day, forlooth ? 

Myrt. Nay, if you go to thar, Squire, where haye 
you been, pray ? 

Squ. Rich, Why, when I fun' at yow were no loik. 
ly to come whoam, | were ready to hong my Sel—. 
ſo Fchn Moody, and I, and one o' your Laſſes hay 
been ———— Lord knows where — —— a ſeeing 
o' Soights. 

Myr. Well and pray what have you ſeen, Sir? 

Squ. Rich. Fleſh! 1 cawnt tell, not I —- — fen 
every thing I think. Firſt there we went o'top o' the} 
what d'ye call it? there, the greet huge ſtone Poſt, i 
the rawnd and rawnd Stairs, that twine and twine 2 
bout, juſt an as thof it were a Cork-Scrue, 

Myr. O, the Monument! well, and was not it! 
fine Sight, from the Top of it ? 

$qu. Rich, Sight, Mils! I know no' I fax 
nowght but Smoak and brick Houſen, and Stee 
Tops — ——-— then there was {uch a mortal Ting 
of Bells, and Rumbling of Carts and Coaches, 
then the Folks under one look'd ſo ſmall, and 
fuch a Hum, and a Buz, it put me in mind of my ! 
ther's great glaſs Bee-Hive, in our Garden in the 
fry. j 
0 I think, Maſter, you give a very good Acco 
of it. 

Squ. Rich. Ay! but I did no' like it: For my H 
—— my Head — began to turn —— fol 
me dawn Stairs agen, like a round Trencher, 


My 


— 
„ 
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Myr. Well! bur this was not il! you ſaw, I ſup- 


$qu. Rich. Noa! noa! we went after that, and ſaw 


* the Lyons; and | liked them better by hawlf; they 


are pure grim Devils; hoh, hoh! I touke a Stick, 
and ve one of wen ſuch a P.;ke o the Noaſe —— 
[ believe he would _ my Head off, an he could 
by' got ne. 15h! ph! hob! 

Myr. We'l, M'ter, when you and I go abroad, 
ru ſh-w v u pre ier Sights than theſe —— there's a 
Maſquer de i οrrow. 

Saga. Rich. O Laud! 7. they fay that's a pure thing 
for Merry Audrews, and thoſe fort of eomical Mum- 
mers —- — and the ount tells me that there Lads 
and Lafſes my jig their Tails, and eat, and drink, 
without grudging. all Night lung, 

Myr. What would you ſay now, if I ſhould get you 
a Ticket, and go along with you ? 

Sau. Rich. Ah dear! | 

Myr. But have a Care, Squire, the fine Ladies there 
ue terribly tempting; look well to your Heart, or Ads 
me! they'll whip it up, in the Trip of a Minute, 

Sau. Rich. Ay, but they cawnt thoo —— ſoa let um 
look to themſelves, an' ony of um falls in love with 
me——— mayhap they had as gond be quiet, 

Myr. Why ſure you would not refuſe a fine Lady, 
would you? 

Sau. Rich. Ay, but I would tho' unleſs it were —— 
one at I know of. f 

Myr. Oh! ho! then you have left your Heart in the 
Country, I find! 

$qu. Rich. Noa, noa, my Heart —— eh —— my 
Heart e'ent awt o' this Room. 

Ar. I am glad you have it about you, however, 

Squ. Rich, Nay, mayhap not ſoa noather, ſomebody 

e may have it, at you little think of. 

Myr, I can't imagine what you mean 

Sau. Rich. Noa! why doan't yow krow how many 

there is in this Room, naw ? 
D 3 Ayr. 
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Myr. Very fine, aſter, I ſee jou have learnt the 
Town Gillintry atready. 

$q%. Rich, WI y doan't you believe at I have a Kind. 
nels for you then! | 

Myr. Fy! fy! Maſter, how you talk! beſide you an 
too y ung to think of a Wite, A 

Squ, Kich, \y! but I caunt help thinking o' yow, for 
all that. 

Ayr. How ! why ſure, Sir, you don't pretend to think 
of mein a diſhonourible way ? 

Squ. Rich. Nay, that's as yow ſee yooe — I did 
no' think at yow would ba' thowght of me for a Hul. 
band, mayhap; unleſs I had Means, in my own Hands; 
and Feyther allows me but hawlf a Crown a Week, u 
yet a while. f 

Myr. Oh! when I like any Body, 'tis not want «| 
Money will make me refufe them. ; 

$14. Rich. Well, that's juſt my Mind now; for 'an!! 
like a Girl, Miſs, I would take her in her Smuck. 

Myr. Ay, Maſter, now you ſpeak like a Man of flo 
nour: This ſhews ſomething 3 true Heart in you. 

Squ. Rich. Ay, and a true Heart you'll find me; 
try when you will, | 

Myr. Huſh! huſh! here's your Papa come home, and 
my Aunt with him. 

1 Squ. Rich, A Devil rive em, what do they come nan 
or ? | 
Myr. When you and I get to the Maſquerade, you 

mall fee what I'll ſay to you. 

Squ. Rich. Well, Hands upon't then 

Myr. There —— 


Squ. Rich. One Buſs, and a Bargain. [ Kiſſes ber. 


Ads wauntlikins! as ſoft and plump as a Marrow-Pud 
ding. [Exeunt ſeverally, 
Enter Sir Francis Wronghead, and Mrs. Motherly, 

Sir Fran, What! my Wife and Daughter abroad, lay} 
ou? 
7 Alt h. O dear Sir, they have been mighty buſy all 
the Day long, they juſt came home to ſnap up a ſhon 
Dinner, and lo went out again. " 


the 


| 
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tir Fran. Well, well, 1 ſhan't ſtiy Supper for 'em 
] can tell 'em that: For Ods-heart! 1 have had no- 
thing in me, but a Toaſt and Tankard, ſince Morn- 

2. 

"Wa, I am afraid, Sir, theſe late Parliament Hours 
won't agree with you. . 

Sir Fran. Why, truly, Mrs. Motherly, they don't do 
right with us Country Gentlemen; to loſe one Meal 
out of three, is a hard Tax upon a good Stomach. 

Moth, It is ſo indeed, Sir. | 

Sir Fran. But, hawſomever, Mrs. Motherly, when we 
conſider, that what we ſuffer is for the Good of our 


Country —— 


Moth. Why truly, Sir, that is ſomething, 

Sis Fran. Oh! there's a great deal to be ſaid for't 
the Good of ones Country is above all things 
——— A true-hearted Fnglihman thinks nothing too 
much for it —---- I have heard of ſome honeſt Gentle- 
men ſo very zealous, that for the Good of their Coun- 
try ----- they would ſometimes go to Dinner at Mid- 


. 

Moth. Oh! the Goodneſs of em! ſure their Coun- 
try muſt have a vaſt Eſteem for them? 

Sir Fran. So they have, Mrs. Motherly; they are ſo 
reſpected when they come home to their Boroughs, 
after a Seſſion, and ſo belov'd that their Coun- 
5 n come and Dine with them every Day in the 

eek, 

Moth, Dear me! What a fine thing 'tis to be ſo po- 
pulous ! 

Sir Fran. It is a great Comfort, indeed! and I can 
allure you you are a good ſenſible Woman, Mrs. Ao- 


tberly. 

Moth, O dear Sir, your Honour's pleaſed to Com- 
pliment. 

Sir Fran. No, no, I ſee you know how to value Peo- 
ple of Conſequence. 

Moth. Good lack! here's Company, Sir; will you 
zie me leave to get you a little ſomething "till the 

es come home, Sir ? 
D 4 Sr 
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Sir Fran. Why troth, I don't think it would be 
miſs. ; 
Moth. It ſhall be done in a Moment, Sir. [ Exig, | 

| 


Enter Manly. | 
Man, Sir Francis, your Servant. | 
Sir Fran. Couſin Manly | 
Man, 1 am come to ſec how the Family goes on 

here, | 
Sir Fran. Troth! all as buſy as Bees; I have been 

upon the Wing ever ſince Eight a-Clock this Morn. | 
ing. 
dan, By your early Hour, then, I ſuppoſe you 
have been making your Court to ſome of the Greg | 

Men. 
Sir Fran. Why, Faith! you have hit it, Sir === 

I was advis'd to loſe no Time: So I e'en went ſtrait | 


forward, to one great Man 1 had never ſeen in * 


Life before. 
Man. Right! that was doing Buſineſs : But who had | 
you got to introduce you ? | 
Sir Fran, Why, no Body —— I remember'd I had: 
heard a wiſe Man ſay My Son, be bold 
troth! I introduc'd my Self, 


Min, As how, pray? 4 


Sir Fran, Why, thus Look ye — Pleaſe your | 
Lordſhip, fays 1, 1 2m Sir Francis Wronghead of Bun 
ger-Hall, and Member of Parlizment for the Borough 
of Guzzle lown - Sir, you humble Servant, fays 
my Lord; thof I have not the Honour to know your 
Perſon, Ib ve heard you are a very honeſt Gentle 
man, and I am glad your Borough has made choice ot 
fo worthy a Repreſentative; and ſo, ſays he, Sir 
Francis, h ve ye uny Service to command me ? Naw, 
C. tin! thoſ laſt Words, you may be ſure gave me 
no inzall Encouragement And thof I know, Sir, you 
have no extraordinary Opinion of my Parts, yer, I be | 
lieve, you won't hy I wilt it naw! 

Ma. Well. | hepe I ſhall have no Cauſe. 

Su F, as. So when I found him ſo courteous ——— 
My Lord, ſays I, I did not think to ha' troubled yu 

Lord} 
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Lordſhip with Buſineſs upon my firſt Viſit: but ſince 
your Lordſhip is pleas'd not to ſtand upon Ceremony 
— why truly, ſays I, 1 think naw 1s as good as ano- 
ther Time. 

Man. Right! there you putfh'd him home. 

Sir, Fran. Ay, ay, I hada mind to let him ſee that 
| was none of your mealy-mouth'd Ones. 

Man. Very good ! 

Sir Fran. So, in ſhort my Lord, ſays I, I have a 

od Eſtate — bur — a — it's a litile awt 
at El-ows; and as | delire to ſerve my King, as well 
as my Country, 1 ſhall be very willing eo accept of a 
Place at Court. 

Man, So, this was making ſhort Work on't. 

Sir Fran, l'cod! I ſhot him flying, Couſin: Some 
of your Hin l:-witted Ones ni, would ha' bumm'd 
and haw'd, and dargled a Month or two after him, 
before they durſt open their Mouths about a Place, 
and mayhap, not ha' got it at laſt neither 

Mau. Oh! I'm glad you're ſo lure on't 

Sir Fran, You [hall hear, Couſin Sir Francis, 
fays my Lord, pray whl.at fort of a Place may you 


| by” turn'd your Thowghts upon? My Lord, fays 1, 
. Beggars muſt not ve Obuſers; but onyx Place, fays J, 


:bout a thouſand a ear, will be well enough to be 
doing with 'till ſometh.ng better falls in- — for 1 
thowghr it would not look well to ſtond haggling with 
him at firſt. i 

Man. No, no, your Buſine's was to get Footing any 
Way. 

Sir Fran, Right! there's it! ah Couſin, I ſee you 
know the World! 

Man, Yes, yes, one ſees more of it eve:y Day 
well! but what ſaid my Lord to all this? 

dir Fran. Sir Francis, ſays he, I ſhall be glad to 
ſerve you any way, that lies ia my Power; fo he gave 
me a Squeeze by the Hond, as much as to ſay, Give 
I'll do your Bufinefs; with 
that he turn'd him abawt to fome-body, with a co- 
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lour'd Ribon a. croſs here, that look'd in my Thowgtht, 
as if he came for a Place too. 
Man. Ha! ſo, upon theſe Hopes, you are to make 
our Fortune ! 
Sir Frax. Why, do yeu think there's ony Doubt of 
it, Sir? 
Man. Oh no, I haye not the leaſt Doubt about it 
— for juſt as you have done, I made my Fortune ten 
Fears ago. 


Sir Fran, Why, I never knew you had a Place, | 


Couſin. 

Man. Nor I neither, upon my Faith, Couſin, But 
you, perhaps, may have better Fortune: For I ſuppoſe 
my Lord has heard of what Importance you were in 
the Debate To-day 
the Houſe, I preſume ! 

Sir Fran, O yes! I would not negle@ the Houſe, for 
ever ſo much. 

Man. Well! and pray what have they done there! 

Sir Fran, Why, troth! 1 can't well tell you, what 
they hive done, but I can tell you what I did: and 1 
think pretty well in the main; only I happen'd to make 
a little Miſtake at laſt, indeed. 

Man, How was that ? 

Sir Fran, Why, they were all got there, into a ſort 
of a puzzling Debate, about the Good of the Nation 
and | were always for that, you know ----- but ia 
ſhort, the Arguments werg ſo long-winded o'both ſides, 
that, waunds! 1 did no well underſtand 'um: Haw- 
ſoemver, I was convinc'd, an fo refoly'd to vote right, 
according to my Conſcience -— ſo, when they came 
to put the Queſtion, as they call ir, — I don't know 
aw iwas but I doubt I cry'd Ay ! when I ſhould 
ha'cry'd No! 

Man, How came that about ? 

Sir Fran, Why, by a Miſtake, as I tell you 
for there was a good-humour'd ſort of a Gentleman, one 
Mr. Totherſide I think they call him, that ſat next me, 
as ſoon as I had cry'd Ay! gives me a hearty ſhake 1 

e 


You have been ſince downat | 
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the Hand! Sir, ſays he, you are a Van of Honour, 
and a true FEneliſpman! and | ſhould be proud to be 
better acquainted with you and ſo with that, he 
takes me by the Sleeve, along with the Crowd, into 
the Lobby —- ſo, I knew nowaht -- but O. s- fleſh! 
1 was got o'th' wrung fie the Poſt . for 1 were told, 
afterwards, 1 ſhould have ſtaid where I was. 

Man. And ſo, if you had not quite made your For- 
tune before, you have clenched ic now ! ----- Ah! thou 
Head of the Wrongheads / [ Aſide. 

Sir Fran, Odſo! here's my Lady come home at laſt 
— hope, Couſin, you will be ſo kind, as to take a 
Family Supper with us? 

Man. Another time, Sir Francis; but to-night, Iam 


engaged, 


Enter Lady Wronghead, Miſs Jenny, and 
Count Baſlet 


La. Wrong. Couſin! your Servant; I hope you will 
pardon my Rudeneſs: But we have really been in ſuch. 
a continual Hurry here, that we have not had a lei- 
ſure Moment to return your laſt Viſit. = 

Man. O Madam! I am a Man of no Ceremony; 
you ſee That has not hinder'd my coming again, 

La. Wrong. You are infinitely obliging : but I'll re- 
deem my Credit with you. 

Man. At your own time, Madam, | 

C Baſ. I muſt ſay that for Mr. Manly, Malam; if 
making People eaſy is the Rule of Geod- Breeding, he 
1s certainly the beſt-bred Man in the World. 

Man. Soh! I am not to drop my Acquain:ance, I 
find ---- I am afraid, Sir, I ſhall grow vain upon your 
good Opinion. 

C. Baſ. I don't know thut, Sir; but I am ſure, what 
Jou are pleaſed to ſay, makes me ſo. 

Man. The moſt impudent Modeſty that ever I met 
With, | Aſi. le. 

La. Wrong. Laid! how ready his Wit is? Ade. 


Sir 
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Sir Fran. Don't you think, Sir, the Count's 
a very fine Gentleman ? 
Man. O! among the Ladies, certainly. 
Sir Fran, And yet he's as ſtout as a Lion: 
Waund, he'll ſtorm any thing. Atart, 
Man, Will he ſo? Why then, Sir, take 
care of your Citadel. 
Sir Fran, Ah! you are a Wag, Couſin, 
Man. I hope, Ladies, the Town Air continues tg 


agree with you? 


Jenny. O! perfectly well, Sir! We have been 2. 


broad in our new Coach all Day long ---- and we have 
bought an Ocean of fine Things. And To-morrow 
we go to the Maſquerade! and on Friday to the Play! 
and on Saturday to the Opera! and on Sunday, we are 
ro be at the what-d'ye-call it---- Aſſembly, and ſee the 
Ladies play at Quadrille, and Picquet, and Ombre, and 
Hazard, and Baſſet! And on Monday, we are to ſee the 
King! and fo on Tueſday ----- 

La. Wrong. Hold, hold, Miſs! you muſt not let your 
Tongue run fo faſt, Child you forget! you 
know ! brought you hither to learn Modeſty, 


Man, Yes, yes! and ſhe is improv'd with a Ven- 


geance ---- - [ .1f1de, 
Jenny. Lawrd! Mama, I am ſure 1 did not fay any 


Harm! andif one muſt not ſpeak in ones Turn, one 
_ be kept under as long as one lives, for ought J 
ee. 

La. Wrong. O' my Conſcience, this Girl grows fo 
Headſtrong ---- 

Sir Fran. Ay, ay, there's your fine growing Spirit 
for you! Now tack it dawn, an' you can. 

— All I faid, Papa, was only to entertain my 
Couſin Manly. 

Man. y pretty Dear, I am mightily oblig'd t 
you. 

Fenny. Look you there now, Madam, 

La Wrins, Hold your Tongue, I ſay. 

Jenny. | Iurxing away and glowting.) I declare it, I 

won't 


t. 
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won't bear it: She is always a ſnubbing me before you 
Sir! --- 1 know why ſhe does it, well enough — 
Aſide to the Count. 

C. Baſ. Huſh! huſh, my Dear! don't be uneaſy at 
that! ſhe'll ſuſpect us. Aſide. 

Jenny, Let her ſuſpect. what do I care — 1 don't 
know, but I have as much Reaſon to fuſpect, as ſhe 
--- tho* perhaps I'm not ſo fraid of her. 

C. Baſ. [Aſide | I'gad, if I don't keep a tight Hand 
on my Tit, here, ſhe'il run away with my Project be- 
fore I can bring ir to bear. 

La. NMrong. | 4{{de.) Perpetually hanging upon him! 
The young Harlot is certainly in love with him; but 
1 muſt not let them ſee I think ſo — and yet I can't 
bear it Upon my Lite, Count, you'll !poil that for- 


ward Girl — you ſhould not encourage her ſo. 


C. Baſ. Pardon me, Madam, I was only adviſing 
ker to obſerve what your Lady ſhip ſaid to her. 

Man. Yes, truly her Obſervations have been ſome- 
thing particular. | 1/ide. 

C. Baſ. In one Word, Madam, ſhe has a] 

J:alouſy of your Ladyſhip, and I am forc'd 
to encourage her, to blind it: 'twill be bet- 
ter to take no notice of her Behaviour to me. 

La. Vrong. You are right, I will be more | 
cautious, > Apart: 

C. Ba. To-morrow at the Maſquerade, we | 
may loſe her. 

La. Wrong, We ſhall be obſerv'd. I'll ſend 
you a Note, and ſettle that Aﬀiir — go 
on with the Girl, and don't mind me, J 
N. I have been taking your Part, my little 

agel. 

ia. Wrong, Jenny! come hither, Child — you 
mult not be ſo haſty, my Dear I only adviſe 
you for your good. 

Fenny. Yes Mama; but when I am told of a thing 


— Company, it always makes me worſe, you 
ow. 


Man. 
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Man, If I bave any Skill in the fair Sex; Miſs, and 
her Mama, have only quarrel'd, becauſe they are both 
of a Mind. This facetivus Count ſeems to have made 
a very genteel Step into the Family. [ 4 ſide, 


Enter Myrtilla, Manly talks apart with her, 


La. Wrong, Well, Sir Francis, and what News haye 
you brought us, from Meſtminſter, to-day ? 

Sir Fran. News, Madam? I'cod! I have ſome — 
and ſuch as does not come every day, I can tell you 
— a word in your Ear I have got a 
Promiſe of a Place at Court of a thouſand Pawand a 
Year, already. 

La. Wrong. Have you ſo, Sir? And pray who may 
you thank for it > Now! who's in the Right? Is not 
this better, than throwing ſo much away, after a ſtink- 
ing Pack of Fox-hounds, in the Country? Now your 
Family may be the better for it! 

Sir Fran. Nay! that's what perſuaded me fo come 
up, my Dove. 

La. Wrong, Mighty well — come —— let me 
have another hundred Pound then, 


Sir Fran. Another! Child? Waunds! you have had 


one hundred this Morning, pray what's become of 
that, my Dear? 

La. H rong. What's become of it} why I'll ſhew you, 
my Love! Jenny ! have you the Bills about you! 

Jenny. Yes, Mama. 

La. Wrong, What's become of it? why laid out, my 
Dear, with fifty more to it, that 1 was torced to bor- 
row of the Count here. 


Jenny. Yes, indeed, Papa, and that would hardy 


do neither —— There's th' Account. 
Sir Fran, ¶ Turning over the Bills.) Let's ſee! let's (ee! 
what the Devil have we got here ? 
Man. Then you have ſounded your Aunt" 
you ſay, and ſhereadily comes into all I pro- 
pos'd to you? 
Myr, Sir, I'll anſwer with my Life, ſhe | 
ts 


s OO = = 


A Journey to Lo N DO. 87 


is moſt thankfully yours in every Article: ſhe 
mightily deſires to ſee you, Sir. 

Man. | am going home, directly: bring > Apart, 
her to my Houſe in half an hour; and if ſhe 
makes good what you tell me, you ſhall both 
find your Account in it. | 


Myr. Sir, ſhe ſhall not fail you. 


Sir Fran, Ods-life! Madam, here's nothing but Toys 
and Trinkets, and Fans, and Clock-Stuckings, by 


| wholeſale. 


La. Wrong. There's nothing but what's proper, and 
for your Credit, Sir Francis ———— Nay you lee, I am 
ſo good a Houſewife, that in Neceflaries for my ſelf, 
I have ſcarce laid out a Shilling. 

Sir Fran. No, by my troth, ſo it ſeems; fœ the 
devil o' one thing's here, that I can ſee you have any 
occaſion for ! 

La. Wrong. My Deir! do you think I came hither 


| to live out of the Faſhion ? why the greateſt Diſtincti- 


on of a fine Lady in this Town is in the yariety of 
pretty Things that ſhe has no Occaſion far. 

Fenny. Sure Papa, could you imagine, that Women 
of Quality wanted nothing but Stays and Petticoats? 

La. Wrone, Now, that is fo like him! 

Man. So! the Family comes on finely, [ £ ſide. 

La, Wrong. Lard! it Men were a!wa;s to govern, 
what Dowdys would they reduce their Wives to ? 

Sir Francis, An hundred Pound in the Morning, and 
want another afore Night! Waunds and Fife! the 
Lord Mayor of Londen could not hold it at this rate! 

Man. O! do you feel it, Sic? [ Aſrde. 

La. Wrong. My Dear, you ſeem uneaſy, let me have 
the hundred Pounds, and compole your felt. 

vir Fran. Compole the Devil, . why do you 
2 what a hundred Pound a Day comes to in a 

ear? ä 

La, Wrong, My Life, it I account with you from 
one day to another, that's really all that my Head is 
ile to bear at a time —— But lei tell you what 1 


con- 
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conſider —- I conſider, that my Advice has got you 
a thouſand Pound a Year this Mcrmog That, 
now, methinks you might conſider, Sir, 

Sir Fran. A thouſand a Year! Waunds, Madam, 
but I have not touch'd a Penny of it yet! 

Man, Nor never will, I'll anſwer for him. [ Aſide, 

Enter Squire Richard. 
Squ. Rich. Feyther, and you doan't come quickly, 
the Meat will be coal'd; an I'd fain pick a bit with 
ou. 
, La. Wrong. Bleſs me, Sir Francis! you are not going 
to Sup by your (elt! 

Sir Fran, No, but I'm going to dine by my elf, 
and that's pretty near the Matter, Madam, 

La. Wrong, Had not you as good ſtay a little, my 
Dear? we ſhall all eat in half an Hour; and 1 was 
thinking to ask my Couſin Alan) to take a family 
Morſel, with us. 


Sir Frax. Nay, for my Couſin's good Company, I. 


don't care if I ride a day's Journey, without Baiting, 
Man. By no means, Sir Francis, 1 am going upon 
a little Buſineſs, 
Sir Fran, Well, Sir, I know you don't love Com- 
pliments. 
Man. You'll excuſe me, Madam 
La. Wrong. Since you have Buſineſs, Sir 
[ Exit Manly, 


Enter Mrs, Motherly, 


O, Mrs. Motherly ! you were ſaying this —_ 
eel 


had ſome very fine Lace to ſhow me — can't 
now ? [ Sir Francis ſtares, 
Moth. Why, really Madam, I had made a ſort ofa 


Promiſe, to let the Counteſs of Nicely have the firſt 


Sight of it, for the Birth day : But your Ladyſhip — 
La. Wrong. O! I die, if 1 don't ſee i: tefore . 
Squ. Rich. Woan't you goa, Feyther ? 

Sir Fran, Waunds! Lad, I ſhall ha“ noa Apart, 

Stomach at this Rate! 


Aoth. 
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Moth, Well, Madam, though I ſay it, 'tis the (weet- 
of Pattern that ever came over and for finene(s 
— no Cobweb comes up to it! 

Sir Fran. Ods Guts, and Gizard, Madam! Lace as 
toe as a Cobweb! why, what the Devil's that to coſt 

) 
Moth, Nay, if Sir Francis does not like of it, Ma- 


dam 
La. Wrong, He like it! Dear Mrs. Motherly, he is not 


to wear it. 

Sir Fran. Fleſh, Madam, but I ſuppoſe I am to pay 
for it! 

La. Wrong, No doubt on't! Think of your thouſand 
a Year, and who got it you, go! eat your Dinner, 
and be thankful, go. ¶ Driving him to the Door.) Come, 
Mrs, Motherly, 

[Exit La, Wronghead with Mrs, Motherly. 

Sir Fran, Very fine! ſo here I mun faſt, till I am 
almoſt famiſh'd for the Good of my Country; while 
Madam is laying me out an hundred Pound a-day in 
Lace, as fine as a Cobweb, for the Honour of my Fa- 
mily! Ods-fleſh! things had need go well, at this rate! 

Sau. Rich. Nay, nay ——— come Feyther. 

[Ex. Sir Fran. 


Enter Mrs. Motherly. 
Moth. Madam, my Lady deſires you and the Count 


will pleaſe to come and aſſiſt her Fancy, in ſome of 


the new Lices. 
C. Baſ. 4 e'i] wait upon her 


(Ex. Ars, Moth. 

Jenny. So! 1 told you how it was! you ſee ſhe can't 
bear to leave us together. 

C. Baſ. No matter, my Dear: You know ſhe has 

ak'd me to ſtay Supper: io, when your Papa and ſhe are 

. bed, Mrs, Myrtilla will let me into the Houſe again; 


then you may ſteal into her Chamber, and we'll have 


a pretty Sneaker of Punch :cgether. 
Myr. Ay, ay, adam, you may command me any 


1 
aung, 


Fenny, 
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Jenny. Well! that will be pure 

C. Baſ. But you had beſt go to her lone, my Life; 
it will look better if I come after you. 

Jenny. Ay, ſo it will: and to-morrow, you know 
at the Maſquerade, And then! hey! Ch, Il 
have a Husband ! ay, Marry, &c. [. ſrnging, 

Myr. So Sir! am not I very commade to you? 

C. Baſ. Well, Child! and don't ycu find your Ac. 
count in it? Did not I tell you we might ſtill be of uſe 
te one another: 8 

Myr. Well, but how ſtands your Affair with Miſe, 
in the main ? | 


— nn gn” 


C. Baſ. O ſhe's mad for the Maſquerade! it drives | 


like a Nail, we want nothing now but a Parſon, to 
clinch it. Did not your Aunt ſay ſhe could get oneat 
a ſhort Warning:? 

Myr. Yes, yes, my Lord Towznly's Chaplain is her 
Eouſin you know; he'll do your Buſineſs and mine, 
at the ſame time. [Es 
*. Baſ. O! it's true! but where ſhall we appoint 

im ? 

Myr. Why you know my Lady Townly's Houſe is 
always open to the Maſques upon a Ball-night, before 
they go to the Hay-Marker. 

C. Baſ. Good, a 

Myr. Now the Doctor propoſes, we ſhould all come 
thither in our Habits, = when the Rooms are full, 
we may ſteal up into his Chamber, he ſays, and there 
crack he'll give us all a Canonical 
Commiſſion to go to bed together. 

C. Baſ. Admirable! Well, the Devil fexch me, if 
I mon not be heartily glad to ſee thee well ſettled, 
Child. 

Myr. And may the Black Gentleman tuck me under 
his Arm at the ſame time, if I ſhall not think my ſelf 
oblig*d ro you, as long as I live. 

C. Baſ. One Kiſs, for old Acquaintance ſake — 
Tgad 1 ſhall want to be buſy again! 


Myr, 


F, 


Journey to LonDoON. 91 
Myr. O you'll have one ſhortly that will find you 


Employment: But [ muſt run to my Squire. 


C. Laſ. And I to the Ladies — ſo your hum- 
ble Servant, ſweet Mrs, Wronghead. 

Myr. Yours, as in Duty bound, moſt noble Count 
Baſſet. [Exit Myr. 

C. Baſ. Why ay! Count! That Title has been of 
ſome uſe to me indeed! not that I have any more Pre- 
tence to it, than I have to a blue Ribband. Yet, I 
have made a pretty conſiderable Figure in Life with it: 
J have loll'd in my own Chariot, dealt at Aſſemblies, 
cin'd with Ambaſſadors, and made one at Quadrille 
with the firſt Women of Quality 
Tempira mutantur —— ſince that damn'd Squadron at 
White's have left me out of their laſt Secret, 1 am re- 
duc'd to trade upon my own Stock of Induſtry, and 
make my laſt Puſh upon a Wife: If mv Card comes 
up right (which I think can't fail) I ihill once more 
cut a Figure, and cock my Hat in the Face of the beſt 
of them! For ſince our modern Men of Fortune are 
grown wiſe enough to be Sharpers; I think Sharpers 
are Fools, that don' take up the Airs of Men of Qua- 


lity, (Exit. 
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BIT 
A TV. SCENE L 
SCENE Lord Townly's Houſe. 


Enter Manly and Lady Grace. 


MAN Tx. 


HER E's ſomething, Madam, hangs upon your 
Mind, To. day: Is it unfit to truſt me with it? 
La, Grace, Since you will know — my Siſter then 
— unhappy Woman! 
Man, What of her? 
La. Grace. | fear, is on the Brink of Ruin! 
Man. I am ſorry for it — what has happen'd? 


La. Grace. Nothing ſo very New! but the continual | 


Repetition of it, at laſt has rais'd my Brother to an 
Intemperance, that I trem. at. 

Man, Have they had any Words upon it? 

La. Grace. He has not ſcen her ſince Yeſterday. 

Man. What! not at home all Night! 

La. Grace. About five this Morning, in ſhe came! 
but with ſuch Looks, and ſuch an Equipage of Misfor- 
tunes at her Heels ------ what can become of her? 

Man. Has not my Lord ſeen her, ſay you? | 

La. Grace, No! he chang'd his Bed laſt Night . 
I fat with him alone till twelve, in Expectation of her: 
But when the Clock ſtruck, he ſtarted from bis Chair, 
and grew incens'd to that degree, that had I not, al- 
moſt on my Knees, diſſuaded him, he had order'd the 
Doors, that Infſtint, to have been locked againſt her 

Man. How terrible is his Situation when the molt 
juſtifiable Severities he can uſe againſt her, are liable to 
de the Mirth of all the diſſolute Cagd- Tables in Town! 

La. 
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LA. Grace. 'Tis that, I know has made him bear fo 
long: But you, that feel for him, Mr, Manly, will 
afſiſt him to ſupport his Honour, and if poſſible, pre- 
ſetye his Quiet! therefore I beg you don't leave the 
Houſe, till One, or Both ct them can be wrought to 
better Temper. 

Man. How amiable is this Concern, in you? 

La. Grace. For Heaven's ſake don't mind me, but 


think or ſomething to preterve us all. 
Man, I fhill not take the Merit of obeying your 


Commands, Mad.im, to ferve my Lord ———— but 
pr Madam, let me into all that has paſt, ſince yeſter 
ight. 

2 Grace. When my Intreaties had prevail'd upon 
my Lord, not to make a Story for the Town, by fo 
publick a Violence, as ſhutting her at once out of his 
Doors; he order'd the next Apartment to my Lady's, 
to be made ready for him —— while that was doing — 
I try'd by all the little Arts I was Miſtreſs of, to amuſe 
bim into Temper; in ſhort, a filent Grief was all 1 
could reduce him to on this, we took our Leaves. 
and parted to our Repoſe: Wh. his was, I imagine 
by my own: For I ne'er clos'd my Eyes. About five, 
1 told you, I heard my Lady at the Door; ſo I ſlipt 
on a Gown, and fat almoſt an Hour with ker, in her 
own Chamber. 


Man. What ſaid ſhe, when ſhe did not find my 
Lord there ? | 
La, Grace. O ſo far from being ſhock'd, or alarm'd 
it it; that ſhe bleſt the Occaſion! and ſaid, that in het 
Condition, the Chat of 2 Female Friend was far prete- 
able to the beſt Husband's Company in the World. 
Man. Where has ſhe Spirits to ſupport ſo much In- 
ſenſibility 2 
La. Grace. Nay! 'tis incredible! for though ſhe has 
every Shilling ſhe had in the World, and ſtre:ch'd 
er Credi* ev'n to breaking; ſhe rallied her own Fol- 
lies with ſuch Vivacity. and painted the Penance, ſhe 
Ws ſhe muſt undergo tor them, in ſuch ridiculous 


Lights, 
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Lights, that had not my Concern for a Brother been 
too ſtrong for her Wit, the had almoſt dilarm'd my 
Anger. 

Lan. Her Mind may have another Caſt by this 
time: The moſt fl:graat Diſpoſitions have their Hours 
of Anguiſh; which their Prize conceals from Comps. 
ny : But pray, Madam, how could ſhe avoid coining 
down to dine ? 

La. Grace. Ol ſhe took care of that, before ſhe went 
to bed; by ordering her Woman, whenever ſhe way 
ask'd for, to ſay, ſhe was not well. 

Max. You have teen her {ince ſhe was up, I pre 
ſume ? | 

La. Grace. Up! I queſtion whether ſhe be awake yet. 

Man, Terrible! what a Figure does ſhe make now! 
That Nature ſhould throw away ſo much Beauty upon 
a Creature, to make fuch a flatternly Uſe of it! 

La. Grace. O fy! there is not a more elegant Beanty 
in Town, when ſhe's dreſt. 

Man. In my Eye, Madam, ſhe that's early dreſt, 
has ten times her Elegance. 

La. Grace. But ſhe won't be long now, I believe: 
for] think I ſee her Chocolate going up — Mrs. Truſty 
— a hem! 

Ars. Truſty comes to the Door. 

Man. [Aſide] Five a Clock in the Afternoon, for 
a Lady of Quality's Breakfaſt, is an elegant Hour in- 
deed! which to ſhew her more polite way of living 
too, I preſume ſhe eats in her Bed. | 

La. Grace. [To Mrs, Truſty.] And when ſhe is up, 
I would be glad ſhe would let me come to her Toilet 
That's all Mrs. Truſty. 

Truſty. 1 will be ſure to let her Lady ſhip know, 
Madam. [Ex. Mrs. Truſtj. 
Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir Francis I ron head, Sir, deſires to ſpeak 
with you. 

Man. He ccmes unſeaſpnably — what ſh:ll I do 
with him? 


La. Gract. 
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14 Grace. O ſee him by all means, we ſhall have 
ume enough; in the mean while I'l] ſtep in, and have 
an Eye upon my Brother, Nay, nay, aon't mind me 
— you have Buſineſs 

Man, You mult be obey'd ——— 

[ Retrearing while Lady Grace goes out. 
Deſire Sir Francis to walk in, | Ex. Servant, 
| ſuppoſe by this time his wiſe Worlhip begins to find, 
that the Balance of his Journey ta London is on the 
wrong ſide. 


Enter Sir Francis. | 
dir Francis, your Servant; how came I by the Favour 
of this extraordinary Viſit ? 

Sir Fran, Ah! Couſin! 

Man. Why that ſorrowful Face, Man? 

Sir Fran, | have no Friend alive but you ——— 

Man. I am ſorry for that — but what's the 
Matter! 

Sir Fran. I have plaid the Fool by this Journey, I 
ke now — tor my bitter Wite -- — 

Man, What of her? 

Sir Fran. Is playing the Devil! 

Man, Why truly, that's a Part that moſt of your fine 
Ladies begin with, as ſoon as they get to London. 

Sir Fran, It | am a living Man, Couſin, ſhe has 
made away with above two hundred and fiity Pound, 
lince yeſterday Morning ! 

Mar. Hah! Ifeea good Houſewife will do a great 
deal of work in a little time, 

Sir Fran. Work do they callit? Fine work indeed! 
Man. Well! but how do you mean, made away with 
t? What, ſhe has laid it out, may be but I ſup- 
poſe you have an Account of it, 

vir Fran. Yes, yes, I have had the Account, in- 
deed; but I mun needs ſay, it's a very ſorry one. 

Man, Pray let's hear. 

Sir Fran, Why, firſt, 1 let her have an bundred and 

to get things handſom about her, to let the World 


ke that I was Some-body! and 1 thought that Sum 


vas very gegtee!. 
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Man, Indeed I think ſo; and, in the Count y, might 
have ſerv'd her a Twelve- month. 

Sir Fran. Why ſo it might but here in thix 
fine Tawn, forſooth! it could not get through four 
and twenty hours — for, in half that time, it wa 
all ſquander'd away in Bawbles, and new. faſhiont 
Trumpery. 

Man. O! for Ladies in London, Sir Francis, all this 
might be neceffary. 

Sir Fran. Noa! theere's the Plague on't! the Devil 
o' one uſeful Thing do l ſee for it, 5 
Shoes, and thoſe ond me in three Paund three Shilling 
a Pair too. 

Man. Dear Sir! this is nothing! Why we have Cin 
Wives here, that, while their good Man is ſelling three 
Penny-worth of Sugar, will give you twenty Pound for 
a ſhort Apron, 

Sir Fran. Mercy on us! What a mortal poor Devi 
is a Husband! 

Man. Well, but I hope, you have nothing elſe to 
complain of? 

Sir Fran, Ah! would I could fay fo too — but there! 
another hundred behind yet, that goes more to my 
Heart, than all that went before it. 

Man. And how might that be diſpoſed of? 

Sir Fran, Troth, I am almoſt aſham'd to tell you. 

Man. Out with it. 

Sir. Fran, Why ſhe has been at an Aſſembly. 

Man. What ſince | ſaw you! I thought you hadal 
Supt at home laſt Night? 

Sir Fran. Why ſo we did — and all as merry x 
Grigs I'cod! my Heart was ſo open, that! 
toſsd another hundred into her Apron, to go out earlf 
this Morning with — But the Cloth was n 
ſooner taken away, than in comes iny Lady Town) 
here (— who between you and [ mum ! has 
the Devil to pay yonder with another rantipd 


Dame of Quality, and out they muſt have her, the 


faid, to introduce her at my Lady Neble's Aſſembly for 
ſaath -— 


ut two pair of lac 
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both 2 few Words, you may be ſure, made the 
Bargain — fo, bawnce ! and away they drive as if the 
Devil had got into the Coach-box — fo about four or 
tre in the Morning home comes Madam, with 
her Eyes a Foot deep in her Head and my 

Led Pound left behind her at the Hazard- 
Table. 

Man. All loſt at Dice! 

Sir Fran, Every Shilling — among 4 Parcel of 
Pig-tail Puppies, and Pale-fac'd Women of Quality. 

Man. But pray, Sir Francis, how came you, after 


you found her ſo ill an Houſe-wite of one Sum, ſo 


ſoon to truſt her with another ? 

Sir Fran, Why, truly, I mun fay that was partly 
my own fault: tor if [ h:4 not been a Blab of my 
Tongue, I believe that laſt hundred might have been 
fav'd, | 

Man. How fo? 

Sir Fran. Why, like an Owl, as I was, out of good- 
wil, forſooth, partly to keep her in Humour, I muſt 
needs tell her of the thouſand Pound a Year, I had juſt 
zot the Promiſe of I'cod ! ſhe lays her Claws 
upon it that moment aid it was all owing to ker 
Advice, and truly ſhe would have her Share on't. 

Man, What, before you hid it your ſelf? 

vir Fran, Why ay! that's what 1 told her —— My 
Dear, ſaid I, marhap I maya't receive the firſt Quar- 
ter on't this half Year, 

Man. Sir Francis, I have heard you, with a great 
deal of Patience, and 1 really feel Compallion for 
jou. | 

Lr Fran. Truly, and well you may, Couſin, for I 
don't ſee that my Wife's Goodaels is a bit the better, 

bringing to London. 

Man. If you remember, I gave vou a Hint of it. 
Sir Fran. Why, ay, it's true you did ſo: But the De- 
"1 himſelf could not have believ'd ſhe would have til 
Poſt to him. 

Man, Sir if you ſtay but a Fortnight in this Town, 


E you 
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ou will every Day ſee hundreds as faſt upon the Gl! I 
| rn as ſhe is. for 
Sir Fran. Ah? this London is a baſe Place indeed << c- 
waunds, if things ſhould happen to go Wrong with me 
at Weſiminſter, at this rate, how the Devil [hall I Reeg 
cut of a Jay]? 
Man. Why truly, there ſeems to me but one way tg 
avoid it, 
Sir Fran, Ah! would you could tell me that, Coy 
ſin. 
Man. The way lies plain before you, Sir, the ſame 
Road that 1 you hither will carry you fate home 


again, 3 
Sir Fra. Ods-fleſh! Couſin, what! and leavez 14 
thouſand Pound a Year behind me ? $ 
Man. Pooh! pooh! leave any thing behind you} © 
but your Family, and you are a Saver by it. 8 


Sir Fran. Ay, but conſider, Couſin, what a ſcum 11 
Figure ſhall I make in the Country, if 1 come dam} Jou 
withawt it! 

Man, You will make a much more lamentable F.] — 
gure in a Jay], without it. 

Sir Fran, May hap at yow have no great Opiniaf 9, 
of it then, Coulin * 7 

in 


Man, Sir Francis, to do you the Service of a rei 
Friend, I muſt ſpeak very plainly to you: you dont 
yet (ee halt the Ruin that's before you! 

Sir Fran. Gocd-lack! how may yow mean, Couſin! 

Man. In one Word, your whole Aftairs ſtand thu 
— Ina Week, you will loſe your Seat, at He , <4 
ſter: In a Fortnight, my Lady will run you intoa Jay) 
by keeping the beſt Company In four 201 , . 
twenty Hours, your Daughter will run away wich! | 
$harper, becauſe ſhe has not been uſed to better Com] I co 
pany: And your Son will ſteal into Marriage with! 
caſt Miſtreſs, becauſe he has not been uſed to any Cent 
pany at all. | 

Sir Fran. I'th* name o' goodneſs why ſhould yu 


Think all : X 
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Man. Becauſe I have Proof of it; in ſhort, I know 
{ much of their Secrets, that it all this is not prevented 
to-night, it will be out of your Power to do it, to- 
morrow morning. 

Sir Fran. Mercy upon us! you frighten me 
Well, Sir, 1 will be govern'd by yow : But what am 
] to do in this Cale? 2 

Man. I have not time here to give you proper In- 
rations: but about eight this Ev'ning, VII call at 
your Lodgings and there you ſhall have full Convic- 
non, how much I have it at Heart, to ſerve you. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv, Sir, my Lord deſites to ſpeak with you. 

Man, I'll wait upon him. 

Sir Fran, Well then, 1'i] go ſtraight home, nay. 

Man. At eight depend upon me. 

Sir Fran. Ah dear Couſin! I ſhall be bound to you 


ur a long as 1 live, Mercy deliver us! what a terrible 


Ro 


Journey have I made on't! [ Exeunt ſeveraliy, 


— — 


— — 


The S CEN E opens t9 a Dreſſing room. Lady 
Townly, as juſt up, walks to her Tuilet, lean- 
ing on Mrs. I ruſty. 


Truſty, Dear Madam, what ſhould make your Lady- 
lip lo out of order! 


La. Town. How is it poſſible to be well, where one 
8 kill'd for want of Sleep ? 

Truſty, Dear me! it was ſo long before you rung, 
Madam, 1 was in hopes your Ladyſhip had been fine- 
ly compos'd. | 

La, Town, Compos'd! why I have lain in an Inn 
tere! this Houſe is worſe thin an Inn with ten Stage- 
aches! M hat between my Lord's impertinent People 
of Buſineſs in a Morning, ana the imolera\le thick 
151 of Footmen at Noon, one has not a wink ail 

[ot | 

E 2 Trufty 
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Truſty. Indeed, Madam, it's a great pity, my Lord 
can't be perſuaded into the Hours of People of Quz. 
lity Though I muft ſay that, Madam, your 
Ladyſhip is certainly the beſt Matrimonial Manager, 
in Town. 

La. Town, Oh! you are quite miſtaken, Truſty! | 
manage very ill! for, notwitkſt-ndinz all the Power 
I have, by never being over-fond of my Lord— ye 
I want Money inflaitely oftner than he is willing tg 
give it me. 

Truſty. Ah! if his Lordſhip could but be brought 
to play himſelf, Madam, then he might feel what it u 
to want Money. 

La. Town, Oh! don't talk of it! do you know tha 
J am undone, Truſty ? 

Truſty. Mercy vorbid, Madam! 

La. Town, Broke! ruin'd! plunder'd ! — ſtripp'd, 
even to a Confiſcation of my laſt Guinea. 

Truſty. You don't tell me fo, Madam! 

La. Town. And where to raiſe ten Pound in the 
World — what is to be done, Truſty ? 

Truſly. Truly, I wiſh I were wiſe enough to tel 
you, Madam: but may be your Lady ſhip may have: 
run of better Fortune, upon ſome of the good Com- 
pany that comes here to- night. 

La. Town. But I have not a ſingle Guinea, to ty 
my Fortune! 

Truſty. Ha! that's a bad Buſineſs indeed, Madan 
— Adad! I have a Thought in my Head, Madam, f 
it is not too late 

La. Town. Out with it quickly then, I beſeech thee! 

Tray. Has not the Steward ſomething of fit 
Pound, Madam, that you left in his hands, to pe 
iomebody about this time? 

La. Town, O! ay! I had forgot — 'twas to —a- 
what's his filthy Name? 


Truſty. Now remember, Madam, 'twas to M. Latt 


firing your old Mercer, that your Ladyſhip turr ||, 
about a Year ago, becauſe he would truſt yuu 10 
longer, | 
| La. Jus 


r 
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La. Town, The very Wretch! it he has not paid it, 
run quickly, Dear 17e, and bid bim bring it * 


immediately {Exit Truſty.]) Well! ſure mortal 
Woman never had ſuch Fortune ! Five! Five, and 
Nine, againſt poor Seven for ever! — No! after 
that horrid Bar of my Chance, that Lady IWronghead's 
fatal red Fiſt upon the Table, I ſaw it was impoſſible, 
ever, to win another Stake Sit up all Night! 
ple all one's Money! dream of winning Thouſands! 
wake without a Shilling! and Then — how like a Hag 
I look! In ſhort — the Pleaſures of Life, are not 
worth this Diſorder! If it were not for Shame now, L 
could almoſt think, Lady Grace's ſober Scheme not 
ite ſo ridiculous —— If my wile Lord could bur 
hold his Tongue for a Week, 'tis odds, but I ſhould 
hite the Town in a Fortnizht —— But 1 will not 


o * * Oo * 
be driven out of it, that's poſitive! 


[ Truſty returns. 
Truſty. O Madam! there is no bearing it! Mr. 
Lateſlring was juſt let in at the Door, as I came to 
the Stair- Foot; and the Steward is now actually pay- 
ing him the Money in the Hall. | 
Ia. Town, Run to the Stair-caſe Head, again 
and ſcream to him, that I muſt ſpeak with him this 
Inſtant, [Truſty runs out, and ſpeaks, 
Truſty. Mr. Poundage a hem! Mr. 
Poundage, a word with you quickly! 
Pound, [within.) I'll come to you pre- 
ſently. 
Truſty. Preſently won't do, Man, you 
muſt come this Minute. Sule lot. 
Pound, I am but juſt paying a little; 
8 here. 
Truſty. Cods my Life! paying Money ? is 
the Man difratted "bl . I tell Sy 


| io my Lady, this Moment, quick 3 


[ Truſty returns. 
T. Town. Will the Monſter come or no 
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Truſty. Yes, I hear him now, Madam, he is hobling 
up, as faſt as he can. i 
La. Town. Don't let him come in — for he will k 


ſuch a babbling about his Accounts, — my Brain u 


not able to bear him. 

{Poundage comes to the Door with a Money-bag i 

his Hand. 

Truſty, O! it's well you are come, Sir! where, 
the fifty Pound! 

Pound. Why here it is; if you had not been in ſuch 
haſte, I ſhould have paid it by this time — the Man) 
now writing a Receipt, below, for it. 

Truſty. No matter! my Lady ſays, ycu muſt not pay 
him with that Money, there is not enough, it ſeems; 
there's a Piſtole, and a Guinea, that is not good, ini 
— beſides there is a miſtake in the Account too — 
pang. the Bag from him.] But ſhe is not at le 

re to examine it now; ſo you muſt bid Mr, What 
d'ye-call-um call another time. 

La. Town, What is all that Noiſe there? 

Pound, Why and it pleaſe your Lady ſhip 

La. Town. Pr'ythee ! don't plague me now, but d 
as you were order'd, 

Pound, Nay what your Ladyſhip pleaſes, Madam-- 

[Exit Poundige 

Truſty. There they are, Madam — | Pours the Meng 
ant of the Bag.) The pretty Things — were fo nen 
falling into a naſty Tradeſman's hands, I proteſt it 
made me tremble for them— I fanſy your Ladyſhi 
had as good give me that bad Guinea, for luck's fake 
thank you, Madam. [ Takes a Guinea 

La. Town. Why, I did not bid you take it. 

Truſty. No, but your Lady ſhip look'd as if you wen 
wit going to bid me, and ſo I was willing to fave you 
the trouble of ſpeaking, Madam. | 

La. Town. Well! thou haſt deſerv'd it, and ſo, fa 
once — bat hark! don't I hear the Man making 1 
noiſe yonder? Though I think now we may comp 
for a little of his ill Humour | 

Iruſh, 


* 
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Tray. I' liſten. 

La. lown, Pr'ythee do. Truſty goes to the Door. 

Truſty. Av! they are at it, Madam — he's in a bitter 
paſſion, with poor Poundage — bleſs me! I believe 
hell beat him — mercy on us! how the Wreteh 
ſwears ! | 

La. Town, And a ſober Citizen too! that's a ſhime ' 

Truſty. Ha! I think all's ſilent, of a ſudden —— 
may be the Porter has knock'd him down — Ii ſtep 
and ſee —- (/*xit Truſty, 

La. Town. Thoſe Trades-people are the trouble- 
tmeſt Creatures! no Words will ſatisfy them! 

[ Trulty return. 

Truſty. O Madam! undone! undone! My Lord has 
juſt bolted out upon the Man, and is hearing all his piti- 
tal Story over — if your Ladythip pleaſes to come hi- 
ther, you may hear him your ſelf! 

La. Town, No matter: it will come round preſent- 
ly: I ſhall have it all from my Lord; without loſing a 
word by the way, I'll warrent you, 

Truſty, O lud! Madam! here's my Lord juſt coming 
in. 

La, Tewn. Do you get out of tle way then, Exit 
Truſty.] I am afraid I want Spirits ! but he will ſoon 
vive 'em me. 


Enter Tord Townly. 

L. Town, How comes it, Madam, that a Trideſman 
dares be clamorous, in my Houſe? for Money due to 
dim, from you? 

La. Town. You don't expect, my Lord, that I ſhould 
anſwer for other Peoples Impertinence ! 

L. Town, I expect, Madam, you ſhould anſwer fcr 
your own Extravagances, that are the Occaſion of it 
I thought 1 had given you Money three Months 
Wo, to ſatisfy all theſe fort of People! 

La. Town. Yes, but you ſee they never are to be 

tisfied, 

L. Town, Nor am I, Madam, longer to be abus'd 
— what's become of the laſt five hundred 1 gave 

E 4 La, Town, 
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La. Town, Gone, 
L. Town, Gone! what way, Midam ? 
| La. Town, Halt the Town over, I believe by this 

mme. 

L. Town. 'Tis well! I fee Ruin will make no Im. 
preſſion, till it falls upon You. 

La. Town. In ſhort, my Lord, if Money is alway 
the Subject of our Converſation, I ſhall make you ng 
Answer. 

L. Town. Madam, Madam! I will be heard, and 
make you anſwer, 

£a. Town, Make me! then I muſt tel] you, my Lord, 
this is a Language I have not been us'd to, and! 
won't bear it. 

L. Town. Come! come, Madam, you ſhall bear x 
great deal more, before I part with you. 

La. Town, My Lord, if you inſult me, you will haye 
as much to bear, on your ſide, I can aſſure you, 

L. Town, Pooh! your Spirit grows ridiculous 


you have neither Honour, Worth, or Innocence, u 


fupport it! þ . 

La. Town. You'll find, as leaſt, I have Reſentment! 
and do you look well to the Provocation! 

ZL. Town. After thoſe you have given me, Madan, 
tis almoſt Infamous to talk with you, 

La. Town. I ſcorn your Impntation, and your Me 
naces! The Narrowpels of your Heart's your Monitor! 
"tis there! there, my Lord, you are wounded ; you 
have leſs to complain of than many Husbands of at 
equal Rank to you. 

L. Town, Death, Madam! do you preſume upon 
your Corporal Merit! that your Perſon's leſs tainted, 
than your Mind! is it there! there alone an honelt 
Husband can be injur'd? Have you net every other 
Vice that can debaſe your Birth, or tain the Heart of 
Woman? Is not your Health, your Beauty, Husband, 
Fortune, Family diſclaim'd, for Nights conſum'd i 
Riot and Extravagance ? The Wanton does no more; 


if ſhe conceals her Shame, does leſs: And ſure wed + 
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ſolute avow d, as ſorely wrongs my Honour, and my 


iet. 

* Town, I ſee, my Lord, what ſort of Wife might 
pleaſe you. 

L. Town, Ungrateful Woman! could you have ſeen 
ſelf, you in your ſelf had ſeen her I am amaz'd 
our Legiſlature has left no Precedent of a Divorce for 
this more viſible Injury, this Adultery of the Mind, 
4s well as that of the Perſon! when a Woman's whole 
Heart is alienated to Pleaſures I have no Share in, what 
is'tto me, whether a black Ace, or a powder'd Cox- 
comb has Poſſeſſion of it? 

La. Town. It you have not found it yet, my Lord, 
this is not the way to get Poſſeſſion of mine, depend 
upon it, 

L. Town. That, Midam, I have long deſpiir'd of, 
and ſince our Happineſs cannot be mutual, tis fit, that 
with our Hearts, our Perſons too ſhould ſeparate .----- 
This Houſe you ſleep no more in! Thu” your Con- 
tent might groſly feed upon the Diſhonour of a Hus- 
band, yer my Deſires would ſtarve upon the Features 
ofa Wite. 

La. Town, Your Stile, my Lord, is much of the 
ſame Delicacy with your Sentiments of Honour. 

I. Town. Madam, Madam! this is no time for Com- 
pliments I have done with you, 

La. Town. If we had never met, my Lord, I had 
not broke my Heart for it! but have a Care! I may 
not, perhaps, be ſo eaſily recall'd as you imagine, 

L. Town, Recall'd! ----- Who's there! | Enter a Ser- 
vant.] Deſire my Siſter and Mr, Manly to walk up. 

La, Town, My Lord, you my proceed as you 


pleaſe, but pray what indiſcretions have I committed, 


that are not daily practis'd by a hundred other Wo— 
men of Quality ? 

L. Town. 'Tis not the Number of ill Wives, Ma- 
dam, that makes the Patience of a Husband leſs con- 
temptible: and tho' a bad one may be the beſt Man's 

» yet he'll make a better figure in the World, that 
I Þ keeps: 


tos The PRovok'd HUSBAND; er, 


keeps his Misfortunes Out of Doors, than he tha 
tamely keeps them Within. 

Ia. Town. I don't know what Figure you 
make, my Lord, but I ſhall have no Reaſon to he 
aſham'd of mine, in whatever Company I may meet 
you. 

L. Town, Be ſparing of your Spirit, Madam, you'll 
need it to ſupport you. 

Enter Lady Grace, and Manly. 
Mr. Manly, I have an Act of Friendſhip to beg of yay; 
| war wants more Apologies, than Words can make 

r it. 

Man. Then pray make none, my Lord, that I may 


have the greater Merit in obliging you. . 
L. Town. Siſter, I have the ſame Excuſe to intrem 
of you too. | 


La. Grace, To your Requeſt, I beg, my Lord. 


L. Town, Thus then —— as you both were pre 


fent at my ill-conſider'd Marriage, I now deſire you 
each will be a Witneſs of my determin'd Separation, 
— I know, Sir, your Good-nature, and my Silter's, 
muſt be ſhock'd at the Office I impoſe on you! But, 
as 1 don't ask your Juſtification of my Cauſe; fol 
hope you ire conſcivus — that an ill Woman can't 
reproach you, if you are ſilent, upon her fide. 

Man. My Lord, I never thought, till now, it could 
be difficult to oblige you. 

La. Grace. | Aſide] Heavens! how I tremble! 

L. Town, For you, my Lidy Townly, I need not 
here repeat the Provocations of my parting with you 

the World, I fear, is too well inform'd df 

them For the good Lord, your dead Father's 
fake, I will till ſuppor- you, as his Daughter — 
As the Lord Townly's Wite you have had every _ 
a fond Husband could beſtow, and (to our mut 
Shame | ſpeak it) more than happy Wives deſire — 
But thoſe Indulgencies muſt end! State, Equipage. and 


Splendor, but ill become the Vices that miſuſe 'em. 


the decent Neceſſaries of Life ſhall be * 
pl 
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4— but not one Article to Luxury! Not 
even the Coach, that waits to carry you from hence, 
ſhall you ever uſe again! Your tender Aunt, my La- 
dy Lovemore, with Tears, this Morning, has conſented 
to receive you; Where it Time, and your Condition 
brings you to a due Reflexion, your Allowance ſhall 
be increas'd But, if you {till are laviſh of your 
little, or pine for paſt licentious Pleaſures, that little 
ſhall be leſs! nor will 1 call that Soul my Friend, that 
names you in my Hearing! 5 

La. Grace. My Heart bleeds for her! [Aſide. 

L. Town. O Manly! look there! turn back thy 
Thoughts with me, and witneſs to my growing Love 
there was a time when I believ'd that Form incapa- 
ble of Vice, or of Decay! There I propoſed the Part- 
ner of an eaſy Home! There! I, for ever, hoped to 
find a chearful Companion, an agreeable Intimate, a 
faithful Friend, a uſeful Help-mate, and a tender Mo- 
ther But oh! how bitter now the Diſappoint- 
ment ! 

Man, The World is different in its Senſe of Hap- 
—22 Offended as you are, I know you will ſtill be 
jult. 
L. Town, Fear me not. | 

Man. This laſt Reproach, I fee, has ſtruck her. 

Aſide, 

L. Town. No, let me not (though I this Moment 
caſt her from my Heart for ever) let me not urge her 
Puniſhment beyond her Crimes —— 1 know the World 
is fond of any Tale that feeds its appetite of Scandal : 
And as I am conſcious, Severities of this kind ſeldom 
fail of Imputations too groſs to mention, I here, be- 
tore you both, acquit her of the leaſt Suſpicion rais'd 
againſt the Honour of my Bed. Therefore, when a- 
— her Conduct may be queſtion'd, do her Fame that 

ce, 

La. Town, O Siſter ! [ Twrns to La, Grace weeping. 

L. Town, When I am ſpokenof, where without Fa- 
Your this Action may he canvaſs d, relate but half my 

Pro- 
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Provocations, and give me up to Cenſure. [Goj 
La. Town. Support me! ſave me! hide me from 
World! Falls on Lady Grace's Neck, 

L. Town, | Retwrning.] — I had forgot me 
You have no Share in my Reſentment, therefore, az 
you have liv'd m Friendſhip with her, Your Parting 
may admit of gentler Terms, than ſuit the Honour of 
an injur'd Husbend. [ Offers to go out, 

Man. | Interpcſing | My Lord, you muſt not, ſhall 
not leave her thus!. One Moment's Stay can do your 
Cauſe no wrong! !f Looks cin ſpeak the Anguilh of 
the Heart, I'll anſwer with my Life, there's ſome. 
thing labouring in her Mind, that would you bear the 
hearing, might deſerve it. 

L. Town, Conſider! ſince we no more can meet; 
preſs not my Staying, to inſult her. 

La. Town, Yet ſtay, my Lord the little I would 
ſay, will not deſerve an Inſult; and Undeſerv'd, I 
know your Nature gives it not But as you've called 
in Friends, to witneſs your Reſentment, let them be 
equal Hearers of my laſt Reply. 

L. Town, I ſhan't refuſe you that, Madam — be 
it ſo. 

La. Town, My Lord, you ever have complain'd, I 
wanted Love; but as you kindly have allowed | ne- 
ver gave it to another; ſo when you hear the Story 
of my Heart, though you may ſtill complain, you 
will not wonder at my Coldneſs. 

La. Grace, This promiſes a Reyerſe of Temper. 

| Apart, 

Man. This, my Lord, you are concern'd to hear! 

L. Town. Proceed, I am attentive, 

La; Town, Before | was your Bride, my Lord, the 
Aittering World had talk'd me into Beauty; which, 
at my Glaſs, my. youthful Vanity confirm'd : Wild 
with that Fame, I thought Mankind my Slaves, 1 + 
umph'd over Hearts, while all my Picaſure was their 
Nin: Yet was my own fo equally inſenſible to all, 
that when a Father's firm Commands enjoyn'd me to 
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make choice of One; I even there declined the Liber” 

be gave, and to his own Election yielded my 
— his tender Care, my Lord, directed him 
to You —_ Our Hands were joined! but ſtill my 
Heart was wedded to its Folly! My only Joy was 
Power, Command, Society, Profuſeneſs. and to lead 
in Pleaſures! The Husband's Right to Rule, I thought 
a vulgar Law, which only the Deform'd, or Meanly- 
ſpirited obey'd! I knew no Directors, but my Paſt; s 
ons; no Maſter, but my Will! Even pou my Lord, 
ſome time o'ercome by Love, were P eas'd with my 
Delights; nor, then, foreſaw this mad Miſuſe of your 
"75. nk — And, though I call my felt Ungrate- 
ful, while | own it, yet, as a Truth, it cannot be de- 

'd — That kind Indulgence has undone me ! 
it added Strength to my habitual Failings, and in a 
Heart thus warm, in wild unthinking Lite, no wonder 
if the gentler Senſe of Love was loſt. 

L. Town, O Manly / where has this Crea- 
ture's Heart been buried? 

Man. If yet recoverable —— How vaſt a 
Treaſure ? | 

La. Town. What I have ſaid, my Lord, is not my 
Excuſe, but my Confeſſion! my Errors (give 'em, if 
you pleaſe; a harder Name) cannot be defended! No! 
What's in its Nature Wrong, no Words can Palliate, 
no Plea can Alter! What then remains in my Condi- 
tion, but Refignation to your Pleaſure? Time only 
ean convince you of my future Conduct: Therefore, 
"ull I have liv'd an Object of Forgiveneſs, 1 dare not 
hope for Pardon The Penance of a lonely con- 
trite Life were little to the Innocent; but to have de- 
ſerv'd this Separation, will ſtrow perpetual Thorns up- 
on my Pillow. 

Le. Grace. O happy, heavenly Hearing 

La. Town, Siſter, Farewel! | Kiſſing her.] Your Vir- 
tue needs no Warning from the Shame that falls on 
me: Bat when you tink I have aton'd my Follies 


Abart. 


. — perſuade. your injur'd Brother to forgive 
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L. Tou. No, Madam! Your Errors thus renounc' d 
this Inſtant are forgotten! So deep, fo due a Senfe of 
them, bas made you, what my utmolt Wiſhes form'd, 
and all my Heart has ſigh'd for. 

La. Town. | Turning to Lady Grace.] How odiou; 
does this Goodneſs make me! 

La. Grace, How amiable your thinking fo? 

L. Town. Long-parted Friends, that paſs th 
eaſy Voyages of Life, receive but common Gladneſ 
in their Meeting: But from a Shipwreck ſav'd, we 
mingle Tears with our Embraces! 

[ Embracing Lady Townly, 

La. Town, What Words! what Love! what Duty 
can repay ſuch Obligations? 

L. Town, Preſerve but this Deſire to pleaſe, your 
Power is endleſs! 

La. Town, Oh! — till this Moment, never did 
I know, my Lord, I had a Heart to give you! 

L. Town. By Heav'n! this yielding Hand, when firſt 
it gave you to my Wiſhes, preſented not a Treaſure 
more deſirable! O Manly / Siſter! as you have often 
ſhar'd in my Diſquiet, partake of my Felicity! my 
new-born Joy! ſee here the Bride of my Deſires 
This may be called my Wedding-day ! 

La. Grace. Siſter! (for now methinks that Name is 
dearer to my Heart than ever) let me congratulate the 
Happineſs that opens to you. 

Man. Long, long, and mutual may it flow 

L. Town. To make our Happineſs compleat, my Dear, 
join here with me to give a Hand, that amply willre 
pay the Obligation. 

La. Town, Siſter! a Day like this 

La. Grace. Admits of no Excuſe againſt the 2 


Joy. | [ Gives her Hand to Manly. 
Man. A Joy like mine deſpairs of Words to 
ſpeak it. 
L. Town, O Manly! how the Name of Friend en- 
dears the Brother ! [ Embracing him. 


Man. Your Words, my Lord, will warm me, to de- 
ſerye them. 
Enid, 
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Enter a Servant. 

Serv. My Lord, the Apartments are full of Maſque- 
ders —— And ſome People of Quality there de- 
fice to ſee your Lordſhip, and my Lady. 

Ls. Town. I thought, my Lord, your Orders had 
forbid this Revelling ? 

L. Town, No, my Dear, Manly has defir'd their Ad- 
mittance to-night, it ſeems upon a particular Occaſion 
— S$iy we will wait upon them inſtantly, 

| Exit Servant. 

La. Town, I ſhall be but ill Company to them. 

L. Town, No matter: not to ſee them, would on a 
ſudden be too particular. Lady Grace will aſſiſt you 
to entertain them. 

La. Town, With her, my Lord, I ſhall be always 
eaſy —— Siſter, to your unerring Virtue, I now com- 
mit the Guidance of my future Days 


Never the Paths of Pleaſure more to tread, 

But where your guarded Innocence ſhall lead. 

For in the married State, the World muſt own, 
Divided Happineſs was never known. 

To make it mutual, Nature points the Way: 

Let Husbands govern: Gentle Wives obey. [Exe. 


* 


— 


The SCENE opening to another Apartment, dif- 
covers à great Number of People in Maſquerade 
talking all together, and playing upon one another: - 
Lady.Wronghead as a Shepherdeſ; Jenny, as @ 
Nas; the Squire as a running Fortman; and the 
Count in a Domino. After ſome time, Lord 
and Lady Townly, with Lady Grace, enter to 
them unmask d. 


I. Town. So! here's a great deal of Company. 
La, Grace A great many People, my Lord, but no 
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Company —— as you'll find — for here's one now. 
that ſeems to have a mind to entertain us. 
[A Mast, after ſome affected Geſture, makes up ty 


Lady Townly. 
Mak, Well, dear Lady Townly, ſhan't we ſee you 
by-and-by ? 


La. Town, I don't know you, Madam. 
Mask. Don't you, ſeriouſly? (i a /queaking Ton, 
La. Town, Not I, indeed. 
Mack, Well, that's charming! but can't you gueſs) 
La. Town. Yes, | could gueſs wrong, I believe. 
Mast. That's what 1'd have you do. 
La. Town, But, Madim, if 1 don't know you at all, 
1s not that as well? | 
Mask, Ay, but you do know me. 
La. Town, Dear Siſter, take her off o“ my Hands; 
there's no bearing this. [ Apart, 
La. Grace. I fanſy I know you, Madam. 


Mask. I fanſy you don't: What makes you think F 


you do? 

La. Grace. Becauſe 1 have heard you talk. 

Mask. Ay, but you don't know my. Voice, I'm fare, 

La. Grace. There is ſomething in your Wit and 
Humour, Madam, ſo very much your own, it is im- 
poſſible you can be any Body but my Lady Trifle, 

Mast. [Unmasking.] Dear Lady Grace! thou arta 
charming Creature. 

La. Grace. Is there no Body elſe we know here? 

Mask. O dear, yes! I have found out fifty already. 

La. Grace. Pray, who are they? 

Mask. O, charming Company! there's Lady Rambli 
Lady Riot —— Lady Kill-Care — 
Lady Squander Lady Strip ———— Lad) 
Pawn ———— and the Dutcheſs of Single-Gumed. 

L. Town. Is not it hard, my Dear! that 
People of Senſe and Probity, are ſometimes 
forc'd to ſeem fond of ſuch Company ?} _ Abart 

La. Town, My Lord, it will always give r 
me Pain to remember their Acquaintance, 
hut none to drop it immediately, 
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La. Grace. But you have given us no Account of the 
Men, Midam. Are they good for any thing? 

Mak, O yes! you mult know, I always find out 
them by their Endeavours to find out me. : 

La. Grace. Pray who are they ? 

Aas. Wh, for your Men of Tip-top Wit and 
Plezſure, about Town, there's my Lord — bite — 
Lord Arch-uag — Yonng Brazen-il'it— Lord Timber- 
bun — Tord Joint-Life — and — Lord Mortgage. 

Then, for your pretty Fellows only — there's Sir 
Powder-Peacock — Lord Lapwing — Billy Magpye — 
Beau Frightful — Sir Paul Viaiſter-cratt n, and the Mar- 
quiſs of Monkey-1:a7. 

La. Grace. Right! and theſe are the fine Gentlemen 
that never want Elbow-room at an Aſſembly. 

Mast. the reſt, I ſuppoſe, by their tawdry, hired 
Habits, are Tradeſmen's Wives, Inns-of- Court Beaux, 
Jews, and kept Miſtreſſes. 

L. Toun, An admirable Collection! 

La. Grace. Well, of all our Publick Diverſions, 1 
am amaz'd how this that is ſo very expenſive, and has 
ſo little to ſhew for it, can draw ſo much Company 
together. : 

I, Town. O! if it were not Expenſive, the better 
ſort would not come into it: And becauſe Money can 
2 a Ticket, the Common People (corn to be 
ept out of it. 

Mask. Right, my Lord. Poor Lady Grace!“ I ſup- 
pole you are under the ſame Aﬀoniſhment, that an 
Opera ſhould draw ſo much good wages. gat > 

La. Grace. Not at all, Madam; it's an eaſier matter 
ſure to gratify the Ear, than the Underſtinding. But 
have you no Notion, Madam, of receiving Pleaſure 
and Profit at the ſame time ? 

Mast. Oh! quite none! unleſs it be ſometimes win- 
ning a great Stake; laying down a Vole, ſans prenare 
ny _ up, to the profitable Pleaſure you were. 
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Z. Town. You ſeem attentive, my Dear: 

La. Town. I am, my Lord; and amazd Wy 
at my own Follies, ſo ſtrongly painted in a- part, 
nother Woman! 

La. Grace, But ſee, =] Lord, we had beſt adjourn 
our Debate, I believe, for here are ſome Masks that 
ſeem to have a mind to divert other People as well u 
themſelves. 

L. Town. The leaſt we can do is to give them aclea 
Stage then. 

[4 Dance eſ Mats here in various Charadters.) 
This was a Favuur extraordinary. 
Enter Man'y. 
O Manly! I thought we had loft you. 


Man, | ask Pardon, my Lord; tut I have been o 


blig'd to look a little after my Country Family. 

Z. Town, Well, pray, what have you done With 
them ? 

Man, They are all in the Houſe here, among the 
Masks, my Lord; if your Lordſhip ba Curicſiiy e 
nough, to ſtep into a lower Apartment, in three M. 
nutes I'll give you an ample Acccunt of them. 

L. Town, O! by all means: We will wait upon 
you. [ The Scene ſhuts upon the Mais to a [mailer 

Apartment. 
Manly re-enters, with Sir Francis Wronghead, 

Sir Fran. Well, Couſin, you have made my very 
Hair ſtand an End! Waunds! if what you tell me be 
true, I'll ſtuff my whole Family into a Stage-Coach, 
and trundle them into the Country again on Alonday 
Morning. 

Man. Stick to that, Sir, and we may yet find a way 
to redeem all: In the mean time, place your ſelf be- 
hind this Screen, and for the Truth of what [I have 
told you, take the Evidence of your own Senſes : But 
be ſure you keep cloſe 'till I give you the Signal. 

Sir Fran. Sir, [ll warrant you Ah! m 
Lady! my Lady Wronghead! What a bitter 
have you drawn me into ? | 


Man. 
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Man. Huſh! to your Poſt; here comes one Couple 
| already. 


Sir Francis retires behind the Screen. Ex, Man. 
Enter Myrtilla, with Squire Richard. 

$qu. Rich. What! is this the Do@or's Chamber ? 

Myr. Yes, yes; ſpeak ſoftly. | 

$qu, Rich. Well, but where is he? 

Myr. He'll be ready for us preſently, but he ſays 
he can't do us the good Turn, without Witneſſes : So, 
when the Count and your Siſter come, you know, he 
and you may be Fathers for one another. 

Sau. Rich, Well, well, Tit for Tat! ay, ay, that will 
be friendly. 

Myr. And fee! here»they come. 

Euer Count Baſſet, and Aliſs Jenny. 

C. Ba/. So, ſo, here's your Brother, and his Bride, 
before us, my Dear. 

Jean). Well, I vow, my Heart's at my Mouth till! 
I thought I ſhould never have got rid ot Mama! but 
while ſhe ſtood gaping upon the Dance, I gave her 
the lip! Lawd! do but feel how it beats here. 

C. Baſ. O the pretty Flutterec! 1 proteſt, my Dear, 
Jou have put mine into the ſame Palpitation ! 

Jenny. Ah! you ſay ſo . but let's ſee now 
O Lud! I vow it thumps purely — well, 
well, I ſee it will do, and ſo where's the Parſon ? 
C. Baſ. Mrs, Myrtiila, will you be ſo good as to ſee 
if the Doctor's ready for us ? 

Myr. He only ſtaid for you, Sir: I'll fetch him im- 
mediately, (Fx. Myr, 

Jenny. Pray, Sir, am not I to take Place of Mama, 
when I'm a Counteſs ? 

C. Baſ. No doubt on't, my Dear. 

Jenny. O Lud! how her Back will be up then, 
when ſhe meets me at an Aſſembly? or You and 1 in 
our Coach and Six, at Hyde-Park together ? 

C. Baſ. Ay! or when ſhe hears the Boxkeepers, at 


an Opera, call out a 
— ou The Counteſs of Baſſet's 


Jenny. Well, 1 Gay ic, that will be delicious! and 
c » 
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then, mayhap, to have a fine Gentleman with a Sit 
and a What-d'ye-callum Ribbon, lead me to my Chair, 
with his Hat under his Arm all the way! Hold up, 
ſays the Chairman, and ſo, ſays l, My Lord, Jour 
Humble Servant. 1 ſuppoſe, Madam, ſays he, we 


ſhall ſee you at my Lady Quadrilie's! Ay, ay, tobef 


ſure my Lord, ſays | —- So in [wops me, with my 
Hoop ſtuff d up to my Forehead! and away they trot, 
ſwing! (wang! with my Tatflils dingling, and ny 
Flambeaux blazing, and -— Oh! it's a charming thing 
to be a Woman of Quality! 

C. Baſ. Well! 1 tee that plainly, my Dear, there's 


ne'era Dutcheſs of em all will become an Equipage, 


like you. : 
$ Jonny. Well, well, do you find Equipage, and l. 
Airs, I warr:int you. | Sings, 


Squ. Rich. Troth! I think this Maſquerading's the 
merrieſt e that ever I ſaw in my Life! Thof, in 


my min. { there were bur a lit:le Wreſtling, ot 

* . . ' 
Cudac g naw, i- would belp it hugely! But 
Wh- be makes the Pu fon ty fo? 


va/. O.! here e comes, | believe, 
Enter Mortilla, with a Conſtable. 

Conſt. Weil. Mi'am, dry which is the Party that 
wants a Spice - Office here? 

Myr. That' Gentleman. | Pointing to the Count, 

C. Baſ le whit, in Maſquerade. Doctor! 

Conſt Det >, 1 believe you have miſtaken you 
Man: ut if vou ar. ed Count Baſſet, | have a NM. 
ler-doux i mv fand {vx you, that will ſet you right 
preſent'y. TH: 

C. baſ. What the Devil's the meaning of all this? 

Conſt. Only my Lord Chiet-Juſtice's Warrant agaiaſt 
you for Forgery, Sir. 

C. Baſ. Blood and Thunder! | 

Conſt. And, ſo Sir, it you pleaſe to pull off yout 
Fool's Frock there, I'll wait upon you to the nen 
Juſtice of Perce immediately. | 

Fenny, O dear me! what's the matter? |[Trembling 

C. Baſ. O! nothing, only a Maſquerading Frolick, 
my Dear. Sau. 


7 we 
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$1. Rich. Oh ho! is that all? 

Sir Fran. No Sirrah! that is not all. 

[Sir Fran, ching ſoftly behind the Squire, knocks him 

down with , Cane. 
FErier Manly, 

Squ. Rich. O Lawd! O Lawd! he has beaten my 
Brains out ! 

Man. Hold, Hold, Sir Francis, have a little Mercy 
upon my poor Godſon, pray Sir, 

Sir Frau. Waunds, Cœzen, 1 han't Patience. 

C. Baſ, Manly nay, then I'm blown to the Devil. 
Aſide. 
Sgu. Rich. O my Head! my Head! 

Enter Lady W ronghead. 

La. Wrong. What's the Matter, here, Gentlemen? 
for Heayens lake! What, are you murdering my Chil- 
dren ? 

conſt. No, no, Madam, no Murther ! only a little 
Suſpicion of Felony, that's ail. 

Sir Fran, | To Jenny.] And for you Mrs. Hot-upon't, 
I could find in my Heart to make you wear that Habit, 
as long as you live, you Jade you, Do you know, 
Huſſy, that you were within two Minutes of marrying 
a Pick-Pocke: ? 

C. Baſ. So, ſo, all's out, I find. Aſide. 

Jenny. O the Mercy! why, pray, Papa, is not the 


Count a Man of Quality then? 


Sir Fran, O yes! one of the unhang'd ones, it ſeems. 

La. Wrong. { Aſide, | Married! O the confident 
Thing ! There was his urgent Buſineſs then — flight- 
ed fog her! I han't Patience! and for ought I 
know, I have been all this while making a Friends 
ſhip with a Righway-man ! 

Man. Mr. Counſtavie' fecure that Door there, 

dir Fran, Ah my Lady! my Lady! this comes of 
Jour Journey to London! but row 1'il have a Frolick 
of my own Madam; therefore pack up your Trum- 
pery this very Night, for the Moment my Horſes are 


able to crawl, you and your Brats hall make a jour- 
ney icto the Country again. 


La 
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La. Wrong. Indeed you are miſtaken, Sir Francis 
I ſhall not tir out of Town yet, I promiſe you, 

Sir Fran, Not ſtir! Waunds! Madam 

Man. Hold, Sir — if you'll give me leave a little. 
I fanſy I ſhall prevail with my Lady to think betterſon';, 

Sir Fran, Ah! Couſin, you are a Friend indeed! 

Man. | Apart to my Lady] Look you, Madam, 25 
to the Favour you delign'd me, in ſending this ſpurious 
Letter incloſed to my Lady Grace, all the Revenge! 
have taken, is to have ſav'd your Son and Daughter 
from Ruin — Now i! you will take them fairly and 
; rag 4 into the Country again, I will fave your Lady. 

ip from Ruin. 

La. Wrong. What do you mean, Sir ? 

Man. Why, Sir Francis ſhall never know what 


is in this Letter; look upon it. How it came into ay | 


Hands you ſhall know at leiſure. 

La. Wrong. Ha! my Billet. denx to the Count! and 
an Appointment in ic! I ſhall! fink with Confuſion! 

Man. What ſhall 1 fay to Sir Francs, Madam? 

La. Wrong. Dear Sir! I am in fuch a Trembling! 
preſerve my Honour, and I am all Obedience! 

| [Apart to Manly, 

Man. Sir Francis — my Lady is ready to receive 
your Commands for her Journey, whenever you pleaſe 
to appoint it. 

8 Sir Fran. Ah Couſin! I doubt I am oblig'd to you 
or it, 

Man. Come, come, Sir Francis! take it as yol 
find it. Obedience in a Wife is a good thing, zhough 
it were never o wonderful! —- And now, Sir, we 
have nothing :o but t diſpoſe of this Gentleman, 

C. Faſ. Mr. Marty ! Sir! | hope you won't ruin me. 

Man. Did not you frye this Note for five hundred 
Pound, Sir ? 

C. Ba Sir — IT lee you know the World, and 
therefore 1 ſhall N p. etend rn prevaricate — 
Bur it has hut: 3 dy yer, Su! I Leg you will not 
ſtigiuatize me! line you hive ſpuil'd my ee 

ne 


1 


; 
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One Family, I hope you won't be fo cruel to a young 
Fellow, as to put ic out of my Power, Sir, to make it 
in another, Sir! 

Man. Look you, Sir, I have not much Time to 
waſte with you: But it you expect Nlercy yourlelft, you 
mult ſhew it to one, you have been cruel to. 

C. Ba/. Cruel, Sir! 

Man. Have nog you ruin'd this young Woman ? 

G&. Baſ. I, Sir? 

Man. I know you have therefore you can't 
blame her, if, in the Fact you are charg'd with, ſhe is 
a principal Witneſs againſt ycu. However, you have 
one, and one only Chance to get off with. Marry 
her this Inſtant — and you take off l. er Evidence. 

C. Baſ. Dear Sir! 

Man. No words, Sir; a Wife, or a Atfittimus. 

C. Baſ. Lord, Sir! this is the moſt unmerciful 
Mercy ! 

Man. A private Penance, or a publick one 
Conſtable ! 

C. Ba/. Hold Sir, ſince you are pleas'd to give me 
my Choice; I will not make fo ill a Compliment to 
the Lady, as not to give her the Preference. 

Man, It muſt be done this Minute, Sir: the Chap» 
lain you expected is ſtill within call. 

C. Baſ. Well, Sir, ſince it muſt be ſo 
Come, Spouſe — I am not the Firſt of the Fraterni- 
ty, that has run his Head into une Nooſe, to keep it 
out of another, 

Myr. Come, Sir, don't repine: Marriage is, at 
worlt, but playing upon the Square. 

AW Ay, but the woiſt of the Match too, is the 
evil, 

Man. Well, Sir, to let you ſee it is not ſo bad as 
you think it; as a Reward for her Honeſty, in detecting 
your Practices, inſtead of the forged Bill, you would 
have put upon her, there's a Real One of five hundred 


Pound, to begin a new Honey-Moon with, 


| | | Gives :8 to Myrtilla. 
C. Ba/. Sir, this is ſo generous an Act 


Nax. 
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Man, No Compliments, dear Sir I am no 
at leiſure now to receive them: Mr. Conſtable, will you 
be ſo good as to wait upon this Gentleman into the 
next Room, and give this Lady in Marriage to him! 

Conſt. Sir, I'll do it faithfully. 

C. Baſ. Well! five hundred will ſerve to make: 
handſome Puſh with, however. 5 

[Ex. Count, Myr. and Conſftabh 

Sir Fran. And that 1 may be ſure my Family's rid d 
him for ever — come my Lady, let's even take ou 
Children along with us, and be all Witneſs of the Ce. 
remony. [Ex. Sir Fran. Lady Wrong. Miſs and Squin, 

Man. Now, my Lord, you may enter. 

Enter Lord and Lady Townly, and Lady Grace, 

L. Town, So. Sir, | give you Joy of your Negotiation, 

Man. You overheard it all, I preſume ? 

La. Grace. From firſt to laſt, Sir. 

L. Town. Never were Knaves and Fools better dif 
pos'd of, 

Man. A ſort of Poetical Juſtice, my Lord, not mud 
above the Juigment of a Modern Comedy. 

L. Town To heighten that Reſemblance, I think 
Siſter, there only wants your rewarding the Hero d 
the Fable, by naming the Day of his Happineſs, 

La. Grace. This Day, To-morrow, every Hour, [ 
hope, of Life to come, will ſhew I want not Incline 
tion to compleat it. 

Man. Whateyer I may want, Madam, you will 
ways find Endeavours to deferve you. 

L. Town, Then all are happy. 

La. Town. Siſter ! I give you Joy! conſummates 
the happieſt Pair can boaſt. 


In you, metl inks, as in a Glaſs, I ſee 

The Happineſs, that once advanc'd to me, 
So viſible the Bliſs, fo plaia the Way, 

How is it pollible my Senſe could (try ? 
But, now, a Convert, to this Truth, I come, 


That Married Happineſs is never found from Homs 
253 
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Spoken by Mrs. OLDFIELD. 


ETHINKS I hear ſome Powder'd Critick ſay; 
% Damn it I this Wife Reform'd has ſpoil'd the Play 

* The Coxcomb ſhould have drawn her more in Faſhion, 
« Have gratify'd her Softer Inclination, | 
Have ligt her a Galant, and clinch'd the Provocation. 
But there our Bard flops ſhart: For tu ere uncivi“ 
T have made a modern belle, al! o'r a Der. 
Re hop'd, in honour ef ihe Sex, the Age 
Weald bear one menu loman on the Stage. 

FRO Al whence. you ſee, by Common Sen{e's Rules, 
Wives might le gotern''s, were not Husbands Fol. 
hat- c er by Nature Dames are prone to do, 
They ſeldom ſtray, but when they covern you. 
When the wild IViſe perceive; her Deary tame, 
No Wonder then ſhe plays him all we Game, 
But Men of Sen/e met rarely that Diſaſter ; 
Women take Pride, where Merit is their Maſter : 
Nay, ſhe that with a Het Man wiſely lives, 
Will ſeem t' obey the due Command: ſhe gives! 
Hajpy Obedience is ne mere 4 Wonder, 
When Men are Men, an! heep ihein hindi; under. 
But modern Couſorts are ſuch Hich-bred Creatures, 
They think a Husband's Power derrades their Features ; 
That nothing more Proclaims a Keigning Beauty, 
Than that jhe never was reproach'd with Duty : 
Ant that the greateſt Bleſſing Heaven cer ſent, 
Is m a Spouſe incurious, and Content. 

To «ive ſuch Dames a different Caſt of Thought, 
By callin, Lome the Alind, the'e Scenes were wrong / 4 
If, with a Hand too ruſe the Tas: is done 
We hope the Scheme I '.a ly Grace lait dirun, 
Tus all ſuch Freedom with the Sex atone, 

F 


EPILOGUE. 


That Virtue there unſoil'd, by modiſh Art, 

throws out Attractions for a Manly's Heart. 
YOU, You then, Ladies, whoſe unqueſtion'd Lives ly 

Give you the foremeſt Fame of Happy Wines, ; 

Protect, for its Attempt, this helpleſs Play; 

Nor leave it to the vulgar Taſte, a Prey; 

Appear the frequent Champions of its Cauſe, 

Direct the Crowd, and give your ſelves Applauſe. 


Sung by Mrs. C1BBER, in the Fourth 4 


The Words by Mr. CARAEx. 


H, I'll have a Husband! ay, marry; 
For why ſhould 1 longer tarry, 
Fur why ſhould I longer tarry 
Than other brisk G rls have done? 
For if 1 ſtay, till 1 grow Gray, 


1 hey'l! call me old Maid, and fuſty old Jade; yl 
So I'll no longer tarry; | Sha 
But l' have a Husband, ay marry, Ani 


If Money can buy me One. 


My Mother ſhe ſays I'm too coming; 
And ſtill in my Ears ſhe is drumming, Oh 
And ſtill in my Ears ſhe is drumming, 


That I ſuch vain Thoughts ſhou'd ſhun ; — 

My Siſters they cry, Oh fye! and O fye! 
But yet I can fee, They're, as coming as me; ot 
So let me have Husbands in Plenty: The 
I'd rather have twenty times twenty, In « 


Than dic an Old Maid undone, 


Sung by Mrs. C1BBER, #n the Fifth AR, 
The Words by Mr. Carey. 


HAT tho” they call me Country Laſs, 
I read it 3s in my Glaſs, 
That for a Dutcheſs I might paſs: 
Oh, could I ſee the Day! 
Wou'd Fortune but attend my Call, 
At Park, at Play, at Ring and Ball, 
Id brave the proudeſt of them all, 
With a Stand by —— Clear the Way, 


II. 


Surrounded by a Croud of Beaux, 
Wich ſinart Toupees, and powdei'd Clothes, 
At Rivals 1'll turn up my Noſe; 

Oh, cou'd 1 ſee the Day 
Ill dart ſuch Glances from theſe Eyes, 
Shall make ſome Lord, or Duke, my Prize; 
And then, Oh! how I'll tyrannize, 

With a Stand by —— Clear the Way. 


III. 


Oh! then for ev'ry new Delight; 
For Equipage and Diamonds brizke, 
Quadrille, and Plays, and Balls, all Night; 
Oh, cou'd I ſee the Day! 
Of Love and Joy I'd take my Fill, 
The tedious Hours of Life to kill, 
In every thing 1'd have my Will, 
With a Stand by —— Clear the Way, 
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of E/ex-Street in the Strand. 1734- * 


To the Moſt Illuſtrious 
3 __ 
Duke of ORMoND. 


May it pleaſe Your Grace, 


PUR late happy News from 
is had fo general an Influ- 
ence on the Minds of the Peo- 

plc, that it's no wonder this 
5 lay had a favourable Recep- 
uon, when the Chearfulneſs and Good-hu- 
mour of the Town inclined 'em to en— 
courage every thing that carried the leaſt 
Pretence to divert em. Bur the beſt Part 
of its Fortune is, That its appearing firſt 
this Seaſon has given it a ſort of a Title 
to Your Grace's Protection, by being art 
lame time (among many Worthier 

2 Ac- 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


Acknowledgments) the Inſtrument of y, 


Stage's general Thanks for the Proſperay 
Days we promiſe ourſelves from the Cop. 
ſequence of fo glorious an Action. A 
Action, which confider'd with the Nati 
Greatneſs of Your Mind, will eaſily per. 
fuade us, that the only Reaſon to ſup 
the Ancient Heroes greater than the Mg 
dern, is, That they had better Poets to n 
cord 'em : But, from Your Grace's happy 
Conduct this Summer, we are convince 
that their Poetry may now outlive thei 
Greatneſs; and if Modeſty wou'd ſuffer 
Truth to ſpeak, ſhe'd plainly ſay, What they 
did falls as ſhort of You, as what Youdid 
exceeds what they have greatly ſaid, Tha 
they wrote as boldly as the Engliſh fight; 
and You lead 'em with the ſame Spirit tha 
the Ancients wrote. | 
The Nation's publick and ſolemn Pri 
to Heaven, and under that their Repre 
ſented Thanks in Parliament to You: The 
Univerſal Joy, and the deafning Acclamz 
tions that echo'd your Return, wer 
ſtrong Confeſſions of a Benefit received be 
ond their Power to repay ; and to Oblig 
ey ond that Power, is truly Great and Olo 
rious. But Providence has fix'd You ink 
Eminent a Degree of Honour, and of For 
rune, that nothing but the Glory of ht 
Action can reward it. The unfeign'd and 


grown 


71 SAS 8 


— 


ZZ . 


did 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
ing Wiſhes you have planted in the 
Hearts, are a Sincere Acknowledg- 
ment that's never paid, but when Great 


Actions like Your own, deſerve it, which 


have been ſo frequent in the dangerous 
and delightful Service of Your Country, 
that You at laſt have warm'd their Grati- 
tude into a Cordial Love; for, tis hard to 
fay, that we were more pleas'd with our 
Victory, than that the Duke of Ormond 
brought it us. But I forget my ſelf; the 
Plealure of the Subject had almoſt made 
me inſenfible of the Danger of Offending . 
If I were ſpeaking to the World only, I 
have ſaid too little; but while your Grace 
is my Reader, I know the Severity of Your 
Virtue won't eaſily forgive me, unleſs I 
let the Subject fall, and immediately con- 
clude my ſelf, 


May it pleaſe Your Grace, 
Your Grace's moſt Devoted, 
moſt Obliged, and 


moſt Obedient Servant, 


C. CIBBER. 


A 4 PRO- 


PROLOGUE 


Ritics, tho! Plays without your Smiles ſubſiſt, 
Yet this was writ te reach your gen ron Tafle, 5 

And not in ſtern Contempt of any other Gueſt. 

Our humble Author thinks a Play ſhould be, | 


1ho' ty'd to Rules, like a good Sermon, free 
From Pride, and ſtoop to each Capacity. 
The“ he dares not, like ſome, depend alone 
Upon a ſingle Character new ſhown, 
Cr only; Things well ſaid w draw the Town. 
Such Play 755 lite tooſer Beauties, may have Power 
To flea/e, and [port atay a wanton Hour ; 
But Tiit and Humour, with a juſt Defi;n, 
Charm, as when Beauty, Senſe and Virtue join. 
Such was his juſt Attempt; tho" "tis confeſt 
He's orly vain enough t' have done his beſt : 
Ror Rules are but the Poſts that mari the Courſe, 
| Which way the Rider ſhould direct his Horſe. 
He that miſftaies his Ground is eas ly beat, 
Tho" ke that runs it true mayn't do the Feat, | 
For tis the ſtraining Genius that muſt win the Heat 
O'er Choak-Jade to the Ditch a Fade may ao fo 


But the true Proof of Pegaſus's Breed 
Is when the laſt Act turns the Lands with vi 
View then in ſhort the Method that he takes 

His Plot and Perſons he from Nature makes, 
Who for no Bribe of Jeſt he willingly forſakes. 

His Wit, if any, minglcs with his Plot, 
Which ſhould on no Temptation be fercot : 


Mi 


TD A A. 


PROLOGUE. 
His Action's in the Time of Acting done, 
No more than from the Curtain, up and down. 
While the firſs Muſick plays be moves his Scene 
A little ſpace, but never ſhifts again. 
From his Deſign no Perſon can be pad, 
Or Speeches lopt, unleſs the Whole be marr'd : 


' Where moſt abruptly, when their Chat is done, 


No Scenes of Talk for talking's ſake are ſhewn, 8 


Actor go off, becauſe the Poet — can't go on. 
His firſs Act ofers Something to be done, 
And all the reſt but lead that Action on; 
IWhich when purſuing Scenes i tr” end diſcazer, 
The Game's run down, of courſe the Play is over. 
Thus much he thought "twas requiſite t ſay, | 
(Fer All here are not Criticks born) that hey 6 
Who only us d to like, might learn to taite a Play, 


But now he flies for Reſege to the r, 
Whom he maſt own the Ableſt Judges here, 
Since all the Springs of his Deſion but move 
From Beauty's Cruelty, ſubdu'd by Love: 


Des they whoſe Hearts are yet untouch'd muſt know 


In the ſame Caſe, ſure, what their own wou'd do; 4 
lou beſt ſhould judge of Love, ſince Love is Lorn of You, 


The 


\ 


The PERSONS. 


MEN. 


Don Manuel, Father to 
D Roſes = + Mr. Cibber. 
on Philip, lighted by 
Hypolita I | c Mr. me 
ene, in love with Roſara, Mr. Mills. 
rappanti, a caſt Servant 
of Don Philip's, $ Mr. Pinketbmas 
Soto, Servant to Don Philip, Mr. Bullock, 


Hoſt, Alguazile, and Servants. 


WOMEN. 


Hypolita, ſecretly in love 
with Don Philip, 8 Mrs. Mountfort, 


Ro ſara, in love with Octavio, - Mrs. Saxtlow, 
Flora, Confident to Hypolita,--Mrs. Bicknell. 
Viletta, Woman to Roſara,--Mrs. Saunders, 
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She Wou'd, and She Wou'Dd Nor. 
Or, The Kind IMPposTOR. 
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; ACT L 


| SCENE, An Inn in Madrid. 


Enter Trappanti alone, talking to himſelf. 


Z Ndeed, my Friend Trappanti, thou'rt in 
n a very thin Condition; thou haſt neither 
= Maſter, Meat, nor Money: Not but 
couldſt thou part with that unappeaſable 
Itch of Eating teo, thou haſt all the rag- 
2 Virtues that were requiſite to ſet up 
ancient Philoſopher. Contempt and Poverty, Kicks, 
and Thinking thou haſt endur'd with the beſt 
of em ; but — when Fortune turns thee up to hard Faſt- 
ing, that is to fay, poſitively not eating at all, I per- 
cave thou art a downright Dunce, with the ſame Sto- 
mach, and no more Philoſophy than a Hound upon 
| Horſe-fleſh— Faſting's the Devil! Let me ſee, — this, 
| take it, is the moſt frequented Inn about Madrid, 
and if a keen Gueſt or two ſhould drop in now —— 


. 


— 
= 
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[within] Take care of the Gentle mens Hor- 
ſee em well rubb'd and litter'd. 
Trap. Juit alighted ! If they do but ſtay to eat now ! 


Impudence aſſiſt me; Hah! a couple of prett 
K young 
Sparks, faith : 3 Enter 


2 She Wov'p, aud She Wov'p Nor. 


Enter Hypolita ad Flora, in Man's Habit, 
a Sercant with a Portmantue. 


. Welcome to Madrid, Sir; welcome, Sir. 

Flo. Sir, your Servant. 

fer. Have the Horſes pleas'd your Honour? 

Hr. Very well, indeed Friend: Prithee ſet down the 
Portman: ue, and ice that the poor Creatures want no- 
thing they Fave perform'd well, and deſerve our Care. 

Tra. I'll take caie of that, Sir; here Oſtler. 

[Excant Trap. and Servant, 

Fla. And pray, Madam, what do I deſerve, that have 
loſt the Uſe of Limbs to keep Pace with you? dsheart! 
You whipt and ſpurr'd like a Fox-hunter. It's a fign 
yoa had a Lover in view; I'm ſure my Shoulders L 
28 if I had carried my Horſe on em. 

Hp. Poor Flora! thou art fatign'd indeed, but I 
ſhall find a way to thank thee for't. 

Fh. Thank me, quotha ! Egad I ſhan't be able to 
fit this Fortnight: Well, Tm glad our Journey's at an 
end however; and now, Madam, pray what do you pro- 
poſe will be the End of our Journey ? 

Hyp. Why, now I hope the End of my Wiſha 

— Don Philip. I need not tell you how far he is 
in my Heart. 

Flo. No, your ſweet Uſage of him told me that long 
enough ago; but now, it ſeems, you think fit to confels 
it; and what is't you love him for, pray? 

Hyp. His manner of bearing that Uſage. 8 

Flo. Ah, dear Pride ! how we love to have it tick- 
led! But he does not bear it you ſee, for he's coming 
polt to Madrid to marry another Woman; nay, one 
he never ſaw. : 

Hyp. An unknown Face can't have very far engag 
lum. 

Vio. How came he to be engag'd to her at all ? 

Hip. Why, I engag'd him. | 

Flo. Lo another? : 

Hyp. To my whole Sex, rather than own J lov'd 
him 

F.e. Ah! done like a Woman of Courage. 


Hy. 
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Hp. I could not bear the Thoughts of parting with 
my Power ; beſides, he tool: me at ſuch an advantage, 
ad preſs d me fo home to a ſurrender, I could have 
tore him piece meal. ; 

Fb. Ay ! 1 warrant you, an inſolent — agreeable Pup- 

Well, but to leave Impertinence, Madam, pray 

came you to ſquabble with him? 

Hyp. I'll tell thee Flora: You know Don Philip 
wants no Charms that can commend a Lover, in Birth 
and Quality I confeſs him my Superior; and "ts the 
thought of that has been a conſtant Thorn upon my 
Wiſhes. I never ſaw him in the humbleſt polture, but 
flill I fancied he ſecretly preſum'd his Rank and For- 
tune might deſerve me: This always ſtung my Pride, 
and made me over- act it. Nay, ſometimes when his 
Sufferings have almoſt drawn the Tears into my Eyes, 
I've turn'd the Subject with ſome trivial Talk, or 
humm'd a ſpiteful Tune, though I believe his Heart 
was breaking. 

Fh. A very tender Principle, indeed. 

Hp. Well! I don't know, 'twas in my Nature. But 
o proceed —T his, and worſe Uſage continued a long 
ume; at laſt, deſpairing of my Heart, he then reſolv'd 
to do a Violence on his own, by conſenting to his 
Father's Commands, of marrying a Lady of conſidera- 
ble Fortune here in Madrid: The Match is concluded, 
Articles are ſeal'd, and the Day is fix'd for his Jour- 
ney. Now, the Night before he ſet out, he came to 
take his Icave of me, in hopes, I fuppoſe, I would. 
have ſtaid him. I need not tell you my Confufion at 
the News, and though I would have given my Soul to 
have deferr'd it, yet finding him. unleſs I bade him ſtay. 
reſoly'd upon the Marriage, I (from the pure Spirit of 
Contradiction) ſwore to myſelf I would not bid him do 
it, ſo call'd for my Veil, told him I was in halte, begg'd 
his Pardon, your Servant, and ſo whipt to Prayers. 

Fh. Well faid again, that was a Clincher : Ah! had 
not you better been at Confeſſion ? | 

Hp. Why really I might have ſav'd a long Journey 


it. To be ſhort, when I came fron Chucch Don 


Phils 
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bilip had left this Letter at home for me, without c 
quiring an Anſwer. —Read it— Fs 

Fh. [reads] Your Uſage has made me juſth deſpair of 
you, and now any Change muſt better my Cop. 
dition: At leaft it has reduc'd me to a Neeeffy : 
of trying the laſt Remedy, Marriage with am. | 
ther; if it prove ineffeftual, I only wiſh you y 
may, at ſome Hours, remember how little Cayje ( 
1 have given you to have made me for ever 
miſerable. PHILIP. 


Poor Gentleman ! very bard, by my Conſcience! [a [ 
deed, Madam, this was carrying the Jeſt a little too far, 
Hh. Ah! by many a long Mile, Fra: But what a 
would you have a Woman do when her hand's in? c 
F. Nay the truth on't is, we never know the diffe. 4 

y 

c 


rence between Enough and a Surfeit; but, Love be 
prais'd, your proud Stomach's come down for't. 
Hyp. Indeed "tis not altogether fo high as twas. In 
A word, the Letter ſet me at my Wits end, and when 
I came to my ſelf, you may remember you thought $ 
me bewitch'd, for I immediately call'd for my Boot 0 
and Breeches, a- ſtraddle we got and ſo rode after him, 
Fh. Why truly, Madam, as to your Wits, I've not 
much alter'd my Opinion of 'em, for I can't ſee what 
you propoſe by it. | 
Hp. My whole Deſign, Flora, lies in this Portman - 
tue, and theſe Breeches. 1 
Fe. A notable Deſign, no doubt; but pray let's a 
hear it. : 
Hyp. Why, I do propoſe to be twice married be- 6 
1 
a 
i 


tween em. 

Fh. How ! twice! 

Hyp. By the help of the Portmantue I intend to mar- 
ry my ſelf to Don Philip's new Miſtreſs, and then — 
Fl put off my Breeches and marry him. 

Flo. Now | begin to take ye: But, pray what's in 
the Portmantue? and, How came you by it ? 

Hyp. I hired one to ſteal it from his Servant at the 
laſt Inn we lay at in Toledo: In it are Jewels of Value, 
Preſents to my Bride, Gold good ſtore, I 
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and credential Letters to certify that the Bearer (which 
| intend to be my ſelf) is Don Philip. only Son and Heir 
of Don Fernando de las Torres, now — at Seville, 
whence we came. 

Fl. A very (mart Undertaking, by my troth : And 
pray, Madam, what Part am I to act? 

Hp. My Woman (till, when I can't lye for my elf 
you are to do it for me, in the Perſon of a Couſin- 


German. 

Fl. And my Name is to be ————- 

Hyp. Don Guzman, Diego, Mendez, or what you 
pleaſe ; be your own Godfather. 

Fl.. Egad, I begin to like it mightily ; this may prove 
a very pleaſant Adventure, if we can but come off with- 
out fighting, which, by the way, I don't eaſily perceive 
we ſhall; for, to be ſure Don Philiß will make the De- 
vil to do with us when he finds himſelf here before he 
comes hither. 

Hp. O let me alone to give him Satisfaction 

Fl. I'm afraid it mult be alone, if you do give him 
batifation ; for my part, I can puſh no more than I 
can ſwim. 

Hyp. But you can Bully upon occaſion. 
Fu. I can ſeold when my Blood's up. 

Hp. That's the ſame thing, Bullying would be Scold- 
ing in Petticoats. 

Fh. Say ye ſo? Why then Dos look to your ſelf; 
if I don't give you as good as you bring, I'll be con- 
tent to wear Breeches as long as I live, tho' I loſe the 
End of my Sex by it. Well, Madam, now you have 
open'd the Plot, pray when is the Play to begin ? 

Hyp. I hope to have it all over in leſs than four 
Hours; we'll juſt refreſh our ſelves with what the Houſe 
lords, comb out our Wigs, and wait upon my Father- 
in-law -— How now! What would this Fellow have? 

[Enter Trappanti.] 
1 . 2 have taken nice care of 
8; tle they are by my troth, right 
and found I warrant em; they deſerve . and — 


have had it, and fhall have it if they ſtay in this 
9 Houſe 
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Hauſe I always fland by, Sir, ſee em rubb'y 
down with my own Eyes — Catch me truſting ay 
Oitler, I'll give you leave to fill for me, and drink for 
me too 

Flo. I have ſeen this Fellow ſomewhere. 

Trap. Hey- day! what, no Cloth laid! was ever ſuch 
Attendance hey, Houſe ! Tapſter ' Landlord ! hey! 
[4nocks] What was it you beſpoke Gentlemen? 

Hip. Really, Sir, I ask your Pardon, I have almoſt 
forgot you. | 

Trap. Pſhah! dear Sir, never talk of it; J live here 
hard by — I hae a Lodging -— I can't call it a 
Lodging neither that is I have a — ſometimes 1 
am here, and ſometimes I am there, and fo here and 
there one makes ſhift, you know. —— Hey! will theſe 
People never come ? [ knocks, 

Hyp. You give a very good account of your ſelf, Sir, 

Trap. O! nothing at all, Sir: Lord, Sir ! — was it 
Fiſh or Fleſh, Sir? 

Fh. Realiy Sir, we have beſpolce nothing yet. 

Tra. Nothing! for ſhame ! it's a ſign you are you 
Travellers ; you don't know this Houle, Sir ; why they 
let you ſtarve if you don't ſtir, and call, and that like 
Thunder too Hey ! [ knocks, 
p. Ha! you eat here ſometimes, I preſume, Sir. 

Trap. Umph! Ay Sir, that's as it happens 
J ſeldom eat at home, indeed — Things are generally, 
you know, ſo out of order there, that Did you hear 
any freſh News upon the Road, Sir ? 

Hyp. Only, Sir, that the King of Frarce loſt à great 
Horſe-match upon the Alps t'other day. 

Trap. Hah! a very odd place for a Horſe- race. — 
but the King of France may do any thing — Did 
you come that way, Gentlemen, or — Hey ! [4 nocks. 

Enter Hoſt. 

Hoſt. Did you call, Gentlemen? 

Trap. Yes, and bawl too, Sir : Here, the Gentle- 
men are almoſt famiſh'd, and no body comes near 'em: 
What have you in the Houſe now that will be ready 
preſently ? 3 
. Hoſt. 
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Hef. You may have what you pleaſe, Sir, 

Hyp. Can you get us a Partridge ? 

Hef. Sir, we have no 2 but we'll get you 
what you pleaſe in a Moment: We have a very good 
Neck of Mutton, Sir; if you pleaſe it ſhall be clapt 
down in a Moment. 

Hyp. Have you no Pigeons or Chickens ? 

Hoſt. Truly Sir, we have no Fowl in the Houſe at 
preſent ; if you pleaſe, you may have any thing elſe in 
a Moment. 

Hp. Then prithee get us ſome young Rabbits. 

Hef, Upon my word, Sir, Rabbits are ſo ſcarce they 
xe not to be had for Money. 

Fb. Have you any Fiſh ? 

Hef. Fiſh ! Sir, I dreſt Yeſterday the fineſt Diſh that 
ever came upon a Table; I am ſorry we have none 
left, Sir ; but, if you pleaſe, you may have any thing 
ele in a Moment. 

Trap. Pox on thee, haſt thou nothing but Any-thing- 
elſe in the Houſe ? 

Heß. Very good Mutton, Sir. 

Hyp. Prithee get us a Breaſt then. 

Hoft. Breaſt ! Don't you love the Neck, Sir? 

Hyp. Ha'ye nothing in the Houſe but the Neck? 
Hoſt. Really, Sir, we don't uſe to be fo unprovided, 
but at preſent we have nothing elſe left. 

Trap. Faith, Sir, I don't know but a Nothing elſe 
may be very good Meat, when an Any-thing elſe is not 
to be had. 

Mp. Then prithee Friend let's have thy Neck ot 
Mutton before that is gone too. 
| Trap. Sir, he ſhall lay it down this Minute, I'Il fee 
it done: Gentlemen, I'll wait upon ye preſently ; for a 
Minute I muſt beg your Pardon, and | Fre to lay the 
Coch my ſelf. | 

By no means, Sir. 
rap. No Ceremony, dear Sir; indeed I'll do'r. 
[Exeunt Hoſt and Trap. 

Hp. What can this familiar Puppy be? 

Fl. With much ado I have recollected his 4 ace. 

| an't 
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Don't you remember, Madam, about two or thre 
Years ago Don Philip had a truſty Servant call'd Tray. 
panti, that us d now and then to flip a Note into your 
Hand as you came from Church? 

Hyp. Is this he that Philip turn'd away for l 
was as proud as a Beauty, and homely enough to be | 
good humour d? 

Fh. The very ſame, I aſſure ye ; only, as you fe, 
ſtarving has alter'd his Air a little. 

Hyp. Poor Fellow! I am concern'd for him : What 
makes him ſo far from Seville 

Fh. I'm afraid all Places are alike to him. 

Hep. I have a great Mind to take him into my $e. 
vice, his Aſſurance may be uſeful, as my Caſe ſtands. 

Fi. You would not tell him who you are! 

1 Hyp. There's no occaſion for it III talk with 
im. 


Enter Trappanti. 
Trap. Your Dinner's upon the Spit, Gentlemen, and 
the Cloth is laid in the beſt Room ——— Are you n 
for a Whet, Sir ? What Wine? What Wine? Hey! 


Fls. We give you trouble, Sir. 
Trap. Not in the leaſt, Sir, --- Hey ! [inch 
Enter Holt. 

Hof. D'ye call, Gentlemen? 

Hyp. Ay ; What Wine have ye? 

Hoff. What ſort you pleaſe, Sir. 

Fh. Sir, will you pleaſe to name it? [to Trap. 

Trap. Nay, pray Sir 
PR No Ceremony, dear Sir; upon my word yo! 

Trap. Upon my Soul you'll make me leave ye, Gen- 
tlemen. 

Hyp. Come, come, no words! prithee, you ſhall. 

Trap. Pſha ! but why this among Friends now | 
Here! — have ye any right Galicia 

Hoft. The beſt in Spain I warrant it. | 

Trap. Let's taſte it; if it be good, ſet us out half! 
dozen Bottles for Dinner. 

Hog. Yes, Sir. [Exit , 1 
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Fh. Who ſays this Fellow's a ftarving now? On my 


Conſcience the Rogue has more Impudence than a Lo- 
yer at Midnight. 


Hyp. Hang him, tis inoffenſive, I'll humour him. 
Pray Sir, (for I find we are like to be better ac- 
quainted, Pr J hope you won't take my Queſ- 
don 111. — 

Trap. O dear Sir! 

Hyp. What Profeſſion may you be of? 

Trap. Praftflion. Sir,--- [----[---- Ods me! here's the 


| Wike, [Enter Hoſt] Come, fill out---hold--let me taſte 


it firſt--- ye Blocknead, wou'd ye have the Gentleman 
drink before he knows whether it be good or not? 
[#ink;] - Ves, "twill do — give me the Bottle, 
Tul fill my ſelf. Now, Sir, is not that a Glaſs of right 
Wane? 


b. Extremely good indeed. ---- But Sir, as to my 


* bs afraid, Sir, that Matton won't be enough 
us all. 
. O, pray Sir, beſpeak what you pleaſe. 

725 Sir. your mod bnd ——— Here, 
Maſter ! prithee get us a — Ha! ay! get us a Do- 
zen of poach'd Eggs, a Dozen, d'ye hear juſt 
6 pop down a little. 

Het. Yes, Sir. | going. 


Trap. Friend, let there be a little {lice of Ba- 
* way one of 'em. 
of. Yes, Sir. [ going. 
Hy. But, Sir | 


Trap. Od.o! I had like to have forgot--- here, a 
Sancho! Sancho! ay, is n't your Name Sancho ? 
. Hoſt. Diego, Sir. | 
ot: Oh ! ay Diego! that's true indeed, Diego / 

mph ! 

Hp. I muſt &en let him alone, there's no putting in 
a word "till his Mouth's full. | | 

Trap. Come, here's to thee Diego - [drinks and fills 
, That } ſhould forget thy News tho'. 

Et. No great harm, Sir. 

| Trap 
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Trap. Diego, Hah! a very pretty Name, faith! —] 

think you are married, are ye not, Diego ? 
- Hoſt. Ay, ay, Sir. 

Trap. Hah ! how many Children ? 

Hoft. Nine Girls and a Boy, Sir. 

Trap. Hah! nine Girls — Come, here's to theex 
gain, Diego Nine Girls! a ſtirring Woman, I dare 
lay ; a good Houlewife, ha! Drego. 

Hoſt. Pretty well, Sir. 

Trap. Makes all her Pickles her ſelf, I warrant ye 
—— Does ſhe do Olives well? 

Hoff. Will you be pleas'd to taſte em, Sir ? 

Trap. Taſte em! humh! prithee let's have a Plate, 
Diego. 

Hoſt. Ves, Sir. 

Hp. And our Dinner as ſoon as you pleaſe, Sir; 
when it's ready call as. 

Hoſt. Ves, Sir. [Exit Hoſt, 

p. But, Sir, I was asking you of your Profeſſion. 
rap. Profeſſion ! really, Sir, I don't uſe to 
much, I am a plain-dealing fort of a Man, if I ſay Il 
ſerve a Gentleman, he may depend upon me. 

Flo. Have you ever ſerv'd, op 

Tre, Not theſe two laſt Campaigns. 

Hyp. How fo ? 

Tra. Some Words with my ſuperior Officer; I wa 
alittle too free in ſpeaking my Mind to him. 

Hyp. Don't you think ot ſerving again, Sir? 

Tra. If a good Pod falls in my way. 

Hyp. I believe I cou'd help you. — Pray, Sir, when 
you ſerv'd laft, did you take Pay or Wages ? 

Trap. Pay, Sir ?— Yes, Sir, I was paid, clear d Sub 
fiſtence and Arrears to a Farthing. 

Hyp. And your late Commander's Name was—- 

Tra. Don Philip de las Torres. 

Hyp. Of Seville? 

Tra. Of Seville. 

Hyp. Sir, your moſt humble Servant. You need not 
be curious; for I am ſure you don't know me, though l 


do you, and your Conditicn, which I dare promiſe ＋ 
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ru mend upon our better acquaintance. And your firft 

to deſerve it, is to anſwer me horeſtly to a few 
Queſtions: Keep your Aſſurance ſtill, it may do me ſer- 
vice, I ſhall like you better for it: Come, here's to en- 


courage you. [ gives him Money. 
— Sir, my humble Service to you. 
Hyp. Well faid. 


Fb. Nay, I'll paſs my word he ſhan't dwindle into 
Modeſty. 
Tra. I never heard a Gentleman talk better in my 


Life: I have ſeen ſuch a fort of a Face before, but 


vhere OT don't know, nor I don't care. It's your 
Glaſs, Sir. 

Hyp. Grammecry here Couſin, [drinks to Flo. ] Come 
now, what made Don Philip turn you out of his Ser- 
wee? Why did you leave him? 

Tra. 'T was time, I think, his Wits had left him — 
The Man was mad. 

Hp. Mad! 

Tre. Ay, ſtark mad — in Love. 

Hy. In Love! How pray? 

Tra. Very deep —— Up to the Ears, over-head, 
drown'd by this time, he would in —— I would have 


| had him ftopt when he was up tothe Middle. 


. What was ſhe he was in Love with ? 
Hp ay — ly Likeneſs of 
. $0! Now fora very u my o.] n] 
Face. What fort of a Devil? oy 
Tra. The ing ſort 
Had ſhe no Name? 
ra. Her Chriſtian Name was Donna Hypolita ; but 
Name was Sh:ttlecoct. 
. How d'ye like that? [Aide to Hyp. 
Hp. Pretty well. ¶ Lide to Flo.] Was the Handſom ? 
Tra. Umph ſo! fo! 


a Woman. 


Fl. How d'ye like that? [e Hyp.] 
290. Hmph — fo ! ſo! [ts Flo.] Had the Wit? 
ra. Sometimes. 
. Good-Humour ? 
rs. Very ſeldom. 


Hp. 
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Hyp. Proud. 
Tra. Ever. 
Hyp. Was ſhe honeſt ? 
Tra. Very Proud. | 
Hyp. What ! had ſhe no good Qualities ? 
Tra. Faith ! I don't remember 'em. 
p. Hah! d'ye think ſhe lov'd him? 
Tra. If ſhe did, 'twas as the Cobler lov'd his Wife. 
p. How was that ? 
Why, he beat her thrice a day, and told his 
Neighbour he lov'd her never the worſe, but he wa 
reſolv'd the Bitch ſhould never know it. 
Hyp. Did ſhe uſe him fo very ll? 
Tra. Like a Jade. 
Flo. How d'ye do now ? Dre * 
Hyp. I don't know methinks I —— Bat ure! 
What! was ſhe not handſom, ſay ye? 
Tra. A deviliſh Tongue. 
Hyp. Was ſhe ugly ? 
Fh. Ay, fay that at your Peril. Lat. 
Hyp. What was ſne? How did ſhe look? 
Tra. Look ! Why, faith, the Woman lookt very wel 
when ſhe had a Bluſh in her Face. 
727 Did ſhe oſten Bluſh ? 
ra. I never ſaw her. 
Hyp. Never ſaw her! Had ſhe no Charm? What 
made him love her ? . 
Tra. Really, I can't tell. 
Flo. How d'ye like the Picture, Madam? C afide. 
Hyp. O! O! extremely well, the Rogue has put ms 
into a cold Sweat. I am as humble as an 
Lover. | {Enter Hoft ] 
Hef. Gentlemen, your Dinner's upon the Table. 
[Exit Hoſt, 
Hyp, That's well! Come Sir, at Dinner I'll gere 
you farther Inſtructions how you may ſerve your {lt 
and me. 
Tra. Come Sir, [to Flo.] 


Fh. Nay, dear Sir, ne Ceremony. 
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Tra. Sir, your very humble Servant. 


[ 4s they are going, Hyp. flops en! 
Hyp. Come back ; here's one I don't care ſhou d fee 


a. Sir, the Dinner will be cold. 

Do you eat it, hot then, we are not hungry. 

7a. Sir, your humble Servant again. [Exit Tra. 
fb. You ſeem concern'd ; who is it? 

Hp, My Brother O#avio, as I live — Come this 


way. [they retire. 


Enter Octavio, and a Servant. 

Oct. Jaſper, run immediatehy to Reſara's Woman, 
ell her J am juſt come to Town, ſlip that Note into 
her Hand, and ſtay for an Anſwer. 

Fl. Tis he. 

Re enter Holt, condufing Don Philip. 
Heft. Here, Sir, pleaſe to walk this way. 
Fl. And Don Philip by Fupiter. 


D. Ph. When my Servant comes, ſend him to me 
n 


Ae. Yes, Sir. 

Eyp, Nay, then it's time for us to make — 
Alons! [Exit Hyp. and Flo. 

Oct. Don Phrlip ! 


D Ph. Dear Octo 


Od. What lucky Point of the Compaſs cou'd blaw 
u upon one another fo ? A 

_ D. Ps. Faith! a Wind very contrary to my Inclina- 
ven: But the wort I fee blows ſome good ; I am over- 


0 ts fas you — Du, what makes you ſo far from the 
y 


do at Madrid ? 
Friend, ——— Occaſion, yet 
Diſcovery ! ſuch a Mixture of Joy and 
poor Dog upon Rarth was ever plagu'd 


9 >. Une 
Pb. Uariddle, pray. 
* pray 


Don't you remember, about fix Months ago TI 
f wrote 
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rote you word of a dear delicious ſprightly Creature 
wrote 
that I had bombarded for a whole Summer to no pur. 
poſe? 
75 Ph. I remember. 

O. That ſame filly, ſtubborn, charming Angel, now 
capitulates. 

D. Ph. Then ſhe's taken. 

OF. I can't tell that: For you muſt know, her per. 
fidious Father contrary to his Treaty with me, poof : 
Inclination, is going to — 

D. Ph. Marry her to another? 

OX. Of a better Eſtate than mine it ſeems. She tell 
me here, he is within a Day's march of her, begs me to 
come upon the ſpur to her Relief, and if I don't arrive 
too late, confeſſes ſhe loves me well enough to open the 
Gates, and let me enter the Town before him. 'There' 
her Expreſs, read it. 


Hypolita, Flora, and Trappanti appear in the 
Balcony. 


* 


F 


Hyp. Hark! they are talking of a Miſtreſs 
let's obſerve. 

Flo. Trappanti, there's your old Maſter. 

Tra. Ay, I know him again: But I may chance to 
— he did not know a good Servant when he had 


D. Ph. [reads] © My Father has concluded a Match 
8 ee antes Þ raed ep 
days to perfect it ; eman is ey 
hour: In the mean time, if you know any Friend 
* that has a better Title to me, adviſe him forthwith 
* to put in his Claim: I am almoſt out of my Sen- 
« ſes, which you'll eaſily believe when I tell you, if 
« ſuch a one ſhou'd make haſte, I ſhan't have time to 
<« refuſe him any thing. PIES 

Hyp. How's this ? | | bo Ys 

D. Ph. No Name. Conn + out eee 

O#. She never wou'd truſt it in a Letter. TY 

Fho. If this ſhou'd be Den Philip's Miſtreſs! 


Sf STi Fa FELL ke 


Tra. 


SY WW WW . mw WFY 


NAS ES 


TT a7 
-& = 


74. 


doe Wov' p, and She Wov'p Nor. if 


Tra. Sir, you may take my Word it is, I know the 
Lady, and what the Neigh vours fay of her. 

Hyp. This was a lucky Þ.icovery — But huſh. 

D. Ph. What will you do in this Caſe? 

04. That I don't yet know, I am half diſtracted; 
| have juſt ſent my Servant to tell her I am come 10 
Town, and beg an Opportuni'y to ſpeak with her: I 
long to ſee her: I warrant the poor Fool will be ſo (oft 


|. and bemble, now ſhe's in a Fright. 


D. Ph. What will you propoſe at your meeting her ? 

02. I don't know, may be another Meeting: At 
lat it will come to a kind Look, a Kiſs, Good bye, 
md a Sigh! —— ah! if I can but perſuade her to run 
way with me. 

D. Ph. Conſider ! | 

02. Ah! fo I do; what a Pleaſure twou'd be to 
have her ſteal out of her Bed in a ſweet Moon-ſhiny 
Night! to hear her come pat, pat, pat, along in her Slip- 
pers, with nothing but a thin ſilk Night- gown looſe about 
her, and in this tempting Dreis to have her jump into 
ny Arms breathleſs with Fear, her panting Boſom cloſe 
to mine ; then to ſtifle her with Kiſſes, and curl my ſelf 
thout her ſmooth, warm Limbs, that breathe an healing 
Odour from their Pores, enough to make the Senſes 
ake, or Fancy mad. 

D. Ph. Octavio, I envy thee: Thou art the happieſt 
Manin thy Temper. 

02. And thou art the moſt alter'd I ever knew : 
thee, what makes thee ſo much upon the Hum drum? 


Well, are my Siſter and you come to a right Under- 
landing yet ? When do you marry ? 


«*:-4 


— So, now I ſhall have my Picture by another 


D. Ph. My Condition, Ofavio, is very much like 


yur Miſtreſs's : She is going to marry the Man ſhe ne- 
er ſaw, and I the Woman. 
Nor ab you make me tremble, I hope 'tis not 


D. Pb, Thy Miſtreſs! That were an idle Fear, Ma- 
| B drid's 
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drid's a wide Place. Or if it were (ſhe loyi 
you) my Friendſhip and my Honour wou'd oblige me 
to deſiſt. 

OH. That's generous, indeed: But till you amaze 
me! Are you quite broke off with my Siſter ? | hope 
the has given you no Realon to forget her. 

F Hyp. Now I tremble. 

| D. Ph. The molt ſevere that ever Beauty printed 
in the Heart of Man, a Coldrels unaccountable i» 
Scnſe. 

Od. Pſhaw ] diſſembi'd. 

Hyp. Hah! 

D. Ph. I can't think it, Lovers are ſoon flatterd 
into Hope, but ſhe appear'd to me indifferent to ſo nice 
a Point, that ſhe has ruin'd me without the Treuble 
of reſolving it : 

Fh. Well! Men are Fools. 

Oc. And by this time ſhe's in Fits for your leaving 
her; 'tis her Nature, I know her from her Bib and 
Baby; Iremember at five Years old the Vixen has fal 
three days together in pure ipite to her Governek. 

Hyp. So! 

Od. Nothing could ever in appearance make her ple 
ſed, or angry; always too proud to be oblig'd, too high 
to be affronted, and thought nothing ſo low, as to ſeem 
fond of Revenge: She had a Stomach that cou'd diget 
every thing but Humility : 

Hyp. Goodlack, Mr. Wit. 

Oc. Yet with all this I've fometimes ſeen her good 
nat d, generous, and tender. 

H,p | here the Rogue was civil again. 

D. Ph | havethought fo too. [ Srghing 

Hp. How-can he ſpcak of me with fo much Ge 
nero.) ? 


Od. For all her Uſage of you, I'll be rack'd if it 


did not love you, 
D. Ph. 1 rather think ſhe hated me: However, n0# 


. paſt, and I mui endeavour to think no more d 


her. | 
Hy. 


— — 
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Hp. Now I begin to hate my ſelf. 
OX. Then you are determin'd to marry this other 


Lady ? ; 

D. Ph. That's my Buſineſs to Madrid. 

Tra. Which ſhall be done to your tland. 

D. Ph. Beſides, I am now cblig'd by Contraſt. , 

02. Then, (though ſhe be my Sitter) may ſome 
jealous, old, ill natur d Dog revenge your Quarrel to 
her 


Hyp. Thank you, Sir. 

D. Ph. Come, forget it. 

02. With all my Heart, let's go in and drink your 
new Miltreſs's Health. When do you viſit her? 

D Ph. I intended it immediately: But an unlucky 
Accident has hinder'd me; one of my Servants fell ſick 
upon the Road, ſo that I am forc'd to make ſhift with 
one, and he is the molt negligent, ſottiſh Rogue in Na- 
ure, has left the Portmantue, where all my Writings and 
Letters of concern arc, behind nia at the lalt Town 
we lay, ſo that I can't properly viſit the Lady or her Fa- 
ther till I am able to aſiuie them who 1 am. 

02. Why don't you go back your ſelf to ſee for em? 

D. Ph. J have ſent my Servant, for I am really tir d: 
[ was loth to appear too much concern'd for 'em, leſt 
the Raſcal iould think it worth his while to run away 
with em. 

Enter Servant to Octavio. 

02. How now ? 

Serv. Here's an Aniwer, Sir. [ Gives a Letter. 
Ey. Come, we have ſeen enough of the Enemy's Me- 
tons to know it's time for us to decamp. 

(Exit Hyp. Flo. and Tra. frem above. 
Od. [to D. Ph. ] \iy dear Frierd, I beg a thouſand 
Pardons, | muſt leave you this Minute, the kind Crea- 
ture has {ent for me; I am a Soldier, you know, and 
Orders mult be obcy'd, wllen I come off o Duty, Vil 
mimediately wait upon you. 

D. Ph. You'll find me here, or hear of me: Adieu. 

[Exit Ocav. 
B 2 ticrs 
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Prithee ſee if my Servant be come yet. 
Heft. I believe he is, Sir; is he not in Blue? 
D. Ph. Ay, where is the Sot? 
Hoſt. 2 refreſhing himſelf with a Glaſs at the Gate 
D. Ph. Pray tell the Gentleman, I'd f 
him [Exit. Hot 


In all the neceflaries of Life there is not a greater Plagye 
than Servants. Hey, Soto / 
[ Enter Soto drunk, ] 
Sot. Did you pleaſe to tuch ! -— call, Sir? 
D. Ph. Whats the reaſon, Blockhead, I mult alway 
wait upon you thus ? 
Sot. Sir, 1 did not know any thing of it, I — [= 
came as ſoon as you ſe — ſe—ſe—fent for me. 
D. Ph. And why not without ſending, Sir? Did yu 
think I expected no Anſwer to the Bulineſs I ſent 50 


peak wit | 


about? 
Sot. Yes, Sir, ————- I did think you wou' d be v. 


ling that is to have an Account ſo I flaid 

to take a Glaſs at the Door, becauſe I wou'd not beat 

of the way —— huh ! a 
D. Ph. You ate drunk, Raſcal —— Where's the Par 

—_— I h f leaſc the 
Sat. Sir I am here— if you pleaſe, III 

whole Account how the Pol 2 huh ! * 
D. Ph. My Mind miſgives me — ſpeak Villain. — 


Strilet bia 

Sor. I will, Sir, as ſoon as I can put my Words inton 
intelligible Order, 1 an't running away, Sir. 

D. Ph. To the Point, Sirrah ! 

Sor. Not of your Sword, dear Sir. 

D. Ph. Sirrah, be brief, or I'll murder you: When! 
the Portmantue ? 

Sor. Sir, as I hope to breathe, I made all the firidt! 


| 


Road, going and coming, and ask'd about it; and fo 
laſt, as I was coming within a Mile of the Town des 


I found then 
D. Pk 
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D. Ph. What! 
Set. That it mult certainly be loſt, 
D. Ph. Dog ! d'ye think this muſt ſatisfy me? 


[ Beats him. 
Sor. Lord, Sir, you won't hear Reaſon. Are 
ſure you han't it about you? if I know any 


| thing of it, | wiſh I may be burnt. 


D. Ph. Villain! your Life can't make me Sariſ- 


gat. No. Sir, that's hard —— a Man's Life can't — 
for my. part 1—1— ; 

D. Ph. Why do I vent my Rage againſt a Sot, a 
Cad of Earth? I ſhould accuſe my ſelf for truſting 


dot. Sir —— I had rather —— bought a Portmantue 
out of my own Pocket, than have had ſuch a life about 


it. 
D. Ph. Be dumb ! 


d. Ahuh! Yes. 5 
D. Ph. If this Raſcal had ſtole it, fare he would not 
have ventur'd to come back again — I am con- 


founded! Neither Dan Manuel, nor his Daughter know 
ne, nor any of his Family. If I ſhou'd not viſit him 
till I can receive freſh Letters from my Father, he'll 
in the mean time think himſelf affronted by my Neg- 
left ——— What ſhall I do? Suppoſe I go and tell 
him my Misfortune, and beg his Patience till we can 
hear again from Sevi I muſt think | Hey, Sot ! 
_[Exeunt. 
Re-enter Hypolita, Flora, and Trappanti. 


2 Hold, Sir, let me touch ip your Fore- top a 


Hp. So! my Gloves L Well, Trappenti, you 
know your Buſineſs, and it I mairy the Lady, you know 
my Promiſe too. 

Tra. Sir, I ſhall remember em both: 
[ had like to have forgot here, Houle! a Baſon 
and Waſhball, I've a-Razor about me hey ! [ Knocks. 
Let me take off your Wig, Sir. 


& B 3 Hf. 
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Hep. What the Matter ? 

- Tra. Sir, you are not ſhav'd. 

Hyp. Shav'd ! 

Tra. Ever while you live, Sir, go with a ſmooth Chin 
to your Miſtreſs, Hey ! [ Knack, 

Hyp. This Puppy does fo plague me with his Im- 
pertinence, I ſhall laugh out and diſcover my fell. 

Tra. Why Diego. [ Knocks, 

Hyp. Pſhaw ! prithee don't ſtand fooling, we're in hafte. 

Flo. Ay, ay, ſhave another time. 

Tra. Nay, what you pleaſe, Sir, your Beard is not 
much, you may wear it to day. 

[Taking her by the Chin, 

Flo. Ay, and to morrow too: Pray, Sir, will you ſee 
the Coach ready, and put in the things ? 

Tra. Sir, I'll fee the Coach ready, and put in the 
things. [Exit Trap. 

Flo. Come, Madam, Courage! Now let's do ſometking 
for the Honour of our Sex, give a Proof of our Part, 
and tell Mankind we can contrive, fatigue, buſtle, and 
bring about as well as the beſt of 'em. 

Hyp. Well ſaid, Fra: For the Honour of our Sex be 
it then, and let the grave Dons think themſelves as wile 
as they pleaſe ; but Nature knows there goes more Wit 
to the Management of ſome Amours, than the hardeſt 
Point in Politicks. : 

Therefore to Men th Affair of State's confin'd, 

il, to Us the State of Lowe's affign'd, 

As Love's the weightier Buſineſs of Mankind. 
| [Excunt, 
The End of the Firſt Act. 


ACT 


in 
65. 


— 
co 


za > K 


} 


She Wovu'p, and She Wou'd Nor. 21 


SCENE, Don Manuel''s Houſe. 


Euter Rolara, and V:ict:a. 


"il Ear Reaſon. 
Roſe Talk of O. ais then. 

Jil. How do you know but the Gentleman your Fa- 
ther deſigns you for, may prove as pretty a Felluw as he? 
Have a little Patience; if you ſhou'd happen to like 
him as well, would not that do your Bukneſs as Wall? 

Ref. Do you expet O7avis ſhu'd thank yon for 
this ? 

Vil. The Gentleman 1s no Fool. 

* He'll have any one that is not a Friend to bis 
ve. 

Vil. Hang 'em, fay I : Bat can't one quench the 
Thirſt without jumping into the River? Is there no 
Difference between Cooling and Drowning? OZawio's 
now in a very good Puit ———— keep him there 
I know the lan: He underſtands'the Buſineis 
he is in to a Hair: But faith you'll ſpoil him; he's 
od gong a Fellow, and too poor a one for an Mus 


Reſ Poor! he has enough. 

Vil. That's the moſt he has. 

Ro/. "Twill do our Buſineſs. 

Fil. But when you have no Portion (which I'm a- 
fraid you won't have with him) he'll ſoon have enough 
ef you, and how will your Buſineſs be done then, pray? 

Rof. Pſhah ! you talk like a Fool! 

Fil. Come, come, if Oda vio muſt be the Man, I ſay, 
let Don Philip be the Husband. | 

Re, I tell you, Fool, I'll have no Man but an Iuſ- 

„and no Husband but Odavie: When you find 
B 4 I am 
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I am weary of him, III give you leave to talk to meg 
ſomebody elſe. 

Vil. In vain, I ſee, — I ha' done, Madam, 
one muſt have Time to be Wiſe : But in the mea 
while what de ye reſolve ? Poſitively not to marry Dy 
Philip. 

Ro/. I don't know what I ſhall do, till I fee 02s 
vio: When did he ſay he wou'd be here? 

Fil. Oh! I dare not tell you, Madam. 

Rof. Why? 

Fil. I am brib'd to the contrary. 

Ro/. By whom? 

Vil. Octavio, he juſt now ſent me this lovely Piece sf 
Gold, not to tell you what time he wou'd be here. 

Re. Nay, then Viletta, here are two Pieces that we 
twice as lovely; tell me when I ſhall ſee him. 

Fil. Umph ! theſe are lovely Pieces indeed. 


"I 
Ra. When, Viletta'? TOY 
Vil. Have you no more of em, Madam? 

Rof. Pſhih ! There, take Parſe and all; will tha 
content thee? 

Vil. O] Dear Madam, I ſhou'd be unconſcionableto 
deiire more; but really I was willing to have em al 
fir ſt. [ Courteſjig 

Roſ When will he come ? 

Vil. Why the poor Gentleman has been hankering 
about the Houle this quarter of an Hour; but I did na 
obſerve, Madam, you were willing to fee him, bill yu 

bad convinced me by ſo plain a Proof. 

Naß Where's my Father? 

Vil. Fatt aſleep in the Great-Chair. 

Rof. Fetch him in then before he wakes. 

Fil. Let him wake, his Habit will protect him. 

Rof. His Habit! | 

Vil. Ay, Madam, he's turn'd Frier to come at you; 
if your Father ſurprizes us, I have a Lye ready to back 
him — Hiſt, Otãavio, you may enter. | 
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Enter Octavio in a Frier's Habit. 
o. Aſter a thouſand Frights and Fears, do I live to 
ſee my dear Ro/ara once again, and kind. 
Ro/. What ſhall we do, Octavia? 
[ Looking kindly on him. 
08. Kind Creature! Do ! why as Lovers ſhou'd do; 
what no- body can undo; let's run away this Minute, 
tie ourſelves faſt in the Church-!:not, and defy Fathers 
and Mothers. 
Roſ. And Fortunes too? 
02. Pſhah! We ſhall have it one Day: They mult 
leave their Money behind 'em. 
Ro/. Suppoſe you firſt try my Father's Good nature? 
You know he once encourag'd your Addreſſes. 
08. Firſt let's be fait marry'd ; perhaps he may be 
-natur'd when he can't help it: If we ſhou'd try 
im now, 'twill but ſet him more upon his Guard againſſ 
us: Since we are liſted under Love, don't let us ſerve 
in a ſeparate Garriſon. Come, come, ſtand to your 
Arms, whip a Suit of Night-Clothes into your Pocket, 
and let's march off in a Body together. 
Re, Ah! my Father. 
04. Dead! 
Fil. To your Function. 
Enter Don Manuel. 
D. Ma. Viletta. 
Vil. Sir. 
D. Ma. Where's my Daughter ? 
Fil. Hiſt, don't diſturb her. | | 
D. Ma. Diſturb her! why what's the Matter? 
Vil. She's at Confeſſion, Sir. 
D. Ma. Confeſſion! I don't like that; a young Wo- 
man ought to have no Sins at all. 
Fil. Ah! dear Sir, there's no living without em. 
D. Ma. She's now at Years of Diſcretion. 
Vil. There's the Danger, Sir, ſhe's juſt of the taſting 
Age: One has really no Reliſh of a Sin 'till Fifteen. 
D. Ma. Ah! then the Jades have ſwinging Stomachs ; 
[kad her Averſion to the Marriage 1 have propos'd bets 
B - 
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has put her upon diſobedient Thoughts: There can be 
no Confeſſion without Guilt. 4 

Vil. Nor no Pardon, Sir, without Confeſſion. 

D. Ma. Fiddle faddle, I won't have her ſeem wick. 
ed: Hufjj, you ſhall confeſs for her, I'll have her 
ſend her Sins by you, you know em I'm ſure; but 
III know what the Frier has got out of her. 
Save you, Father. 

O4. Bleſs you, Son. 

D. Ma. How now, what's become of Father Benedic? 
| Why is not he here ? 

" Vil. Sir, he is got well. and ſo deſir'd this Gentleman, 
his Brother here,” to officiate for him. 

D. Ma. He ſeems very young for a Confeſſor. 

Vid. Ay, Sir! He has not been longat it. 

O#. Nor don't deſire to be long in it; I wiſh I under. 
ſand it well enough to make a Fool of my old Der 
here. [ Afide. 

D. Ma. Well, Sir! how do you find the Pulſe of Iniquity 
beat there? What ſort of Sin has ſhe moſt Stomach too? 

OX. Why truly, Sir, we have all Frailties, and yout 
Daughter has had moſt powerful Temptations. 

D. Ma. Nay, the Devil has been very buſy with her 
theſe two Days. ; 

OX. She has told me a moſt lamentable Story. 

D. Ma. Ten to one but this lamentable Story proves 
a moſt damnable Lye. 

OZ. Indeed. Son, I find by her Confeſſion, that you Y 
are much to blame for your tyrannical Government of her. 

D. Nu. Hey day ! What, has the Jade been 1nvent- 
ing Sins for me, and confeſſing em inſtead of her own? 

Let me come he ſhall be lock'd up till be 
repents 'em too. 

Od. Son, forbear: This is now a Corroboration of 
your Guilt: This is inhuman. 


D. Ma Sir, I have dene: But pray, if you pleaſe, hy 
let's come to the point: What are thee terrible Cruel |. 
ties. that this tender Lady accuſes me of? 
OZ. Nay, Sir, miſtake her not: She did not, with 
| au/ 
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malicious Deſign, expoſe your Faults, but as her 
2 depended on em: Her Frailties were the Conſe- 
quence of your Cruelty. 


D. Ma. Let's have em both Antecedent, and Conſe- 


70% Why, ſhe confeſt her firſt maiden, innocent Af- 
feftion, had long been ſettled upon a young Gentleman, 
whoſe Love to her you once encourag'd; and after their 
molt ſolemn Vows of mutual Faith, you have moſt bar- 
baroully broke in upon her Hopes, and to the utter 
Ruin of her Peace, contracted her to a Man ſhe never 
law. 

D. Ma. Very good, I ſee no harm in all this. 

O. Methinks the Welfare of a Daughter, Sir, might 
be of weight enough to make you ſerious. 

D. Ma. Serious! fo I am, Sir, what a Devil, mutt I 
needs be melancholy becauſe I have got her a good 
Husband ? 

03. Her Melancholy may tell you, Sir, ſhe can't 
think him a good one. 

D. Ma. Sir, I underſtand thinking better than ſhe, 
and I'll make her take my Word. 

2 What have yeu to object againſt the Man ſhe 
kes? 

D. Man. The Man Ilike! 

02. Suppoſe the unhappy Youth ſhe loves ſhou'd 
throw himſelf diſtracted at your Feet, and try to melt 
you into Pity ? 

D. M2 Ay! That if he can. 

Oc. You wou'd not, Sir, refuſe to hear him. 

D. Ma. Sir, I ſhall not refuſe him any thing, that 
I am ſure will ſignify nothing. 

Od. Were you one Moment to reflect upon the Pangs 
which ſeparated Lovers feel, were Nature dead in you, 
that Thought might walce her. 

D. Ma. Sir, when I am ask'd to do a thing I 


have not a mind to do, my Nature ſleep; like a Top. 


OZ. Thin I muit tell you, Sir, this Obltinacy 
g<3 me, as a Church-man, to put you in mind of 
your 
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your Duty; and to let you know too, you ought io pay 
more Reverence to our Order, 

D. Ma. Sir, I am not afraid of the Sin of may. 
rying my Daughter to the beit Advantage: And ſo if 
you pleaſe, Father, you may walk home again 
when any thing lies upon my Conſcience, I it ſend for 


you. 

Od. Nay, then, tis time to claim a Lover's Right, 
and to tell you, Sir, the Man that dares to ask Reſara 
from me, is a Villain. [ Throws off his Difouiþe, 

Fil. So! here will be fine Work! 22 

D. Ma. Octavio] the Devil ! 

Oct. You'll find me one, unleſs you do me ſpeedy 

ice : Since not the Bonds of Honour, Nature, nor 
ubmiſſive Reaſon can oblige you, I am reduced to take 
a ſurer, ſhorter way, and force you to be Juſt. I leave 
you, Sir, to think on't. Walks about angri 

D. Ma. Ah! Here's a Confeſſor! Ah! that Jade «& 
mine and that other Jade of my Jade's ——— 
here has been rare Doings ! —— Well! it fhan't hold 
long, Madam ſhall be noos'd to Morrow Morning 
Hah!! Sir's in a great Paſſion here, but it wont do — 
thoſe long Strides, Don, will never bring you the ſooner 
to your Miſtreſs ———— Ro/ara ! ſtep into that Cloſe, 
and fetch my Spectacles off o' the Table there. — 
tum . 

Vil. ] don't like the old Gentleman's Looks. 22 

Re This Obſtinacy of yours, my dear Father, you 
ſhall find runs in the Family. 

FExit Roſara, and D. Ma. locks her in. 

D. Ma. Tum ! dum ! dum ! [Sings 

Oc. Sir, I wou'd adviſe you, as your neareſt Friend, 
to defer this Marriage for three Days. 

D. Ma. uml! tum! tum! 

Vil. Sir, you have lock'd my Miſtreſs in. [ Peri). 

D. Ma. Tum! dum! dum! 

Vil. If you pleaſe to lend me the Key, Sir, I'll let bet 
cut. 

D. Ma. Tum! dum! dum! 
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04. You might afford me at leait, as I am a Gen- 


„ + civil Anſwer, Sir. 

D. Ma. Why then, in one Word, Sir, you ſhall not 
marry my Daughter; and as you are a Gentleman, 
[m furs you won't think it good Manners to ſtay in 
my Houle, when 1 ſubmiſſively beg of you to walk 


0 You are the Father of my Miſtreſs, and ſome 

ing, Sir, too old to anſwer, as you ought, this Wrong; 
therefore III look for Reparation where I can with Ho- 
nour take ſt; and tince you have obliged me to leave 
your Houſe, I'll watch it carefully, I'll know whe 
dares enter it. Fhis, Sir, be ture of, the Man that offers 
at Rofara's Love ſhall have one Virtue, Courage at 
leaſt, V1} be his Proof of that, and ere he ſteps before 
me, force him to deſerve her. [ Exit Octavio. 

D. Ns. Ah! poor Fellow! he's mad now, and does 
nt know what he wou'd be at: —— But however, 
will be no harm to provide againit him — Who 
waits there ? 


Enter a Servant. 
Run you for an Alguaxile, and bid your Fellows arm 
themſelves, I expect Miſchief at my Door immediatly: 
If OfSavie offers any Diſturbance, knock. him down and 
ing him before me [Exit. Ser. 
ii, Hit! don't I hear my Miſtreſs's Voice? 

Rof. [within] Yiletta ! 

Fil. ! here, Madam Bleſs me, what's 


| this? 
f Viletta fens at the Claſet-daor, and Roſara 
thruſts a Billet to her thro' the Key-hole. 
Ha! a Billet to Octavia — a —— Hem. 


{ Puts it into her Boſom. 
D. Ma. How now, Hufly ; What are you fumbling 
about that Door for ? 


Fil. Nothing, Sir; I was only peeping to ſee if my 
Miltrels had done Prayers yet. 


D. Ma. Oh! ſhe had as good let em alone, for ſhe 
ſtall never come out till the has Stomach cuough to fall 
| too 
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too upon the Man I have provided for her. But hark 
you, Mrs. Modefty, was it you, pray, that let in thy 
able Comforter for my Babe of Grace there? 

Vil. Ves, Sir, I let him in. [ Perth, 

D. Ma. Did you lo! Hah! Then if ya 
pleaſe, Madam — I'll let you out — go go get x 
Sheet of brown Paper, pack up your Things, and let me 
never ſee that damn'd ugly Face of thine as long a [ 
live. 

Vil. Bleſs me, Sir, you are in a ſtrange Humour, 
an you won't know when a Servant does as ſhe ſhou d 

0. 

D. Ma. Thou art ſtrangely impudent 

Vil. Only the fartheſt from it in the World, Sir. 

D. Ma. Then I am ſtrangely miſtaken, didſt not thay 
own juſt now thou let'ſt him; 

Vil. Yes, but twas in diſguiſe 


for I did 


not deſign you ſhou'd fee him, becauſe I know you did 


not care my Miſtreſs ſhou'd fee him. 

D. Ma Hah! ad 

Vil. And I knew at the ſame time, ſhe had a mind t 
ſee him. 

D. Ma. Hah! 

Vil. And you know, Sir, that the Sin of loving hin 
had lain upon her Conſcience a great while; fo I thought 
it high time ſhe ſhou'd come to a thorough Confeſſon 

D. Man. Hah! 

Vil. So upon this, Sir, as you fee—I—TI — I lethin 
in, that's all. 

D. Ma. Nay, if it be fo as thou ſay'ſt, he was a pit 
per Confeſſor indeed. ö 

Vil. Ay, Sir, for you know this was not a fpiritul 
Father's Buſineſs, 

D. Man. No, no, this Matter was utterly Carnal. | 

Vil. Well, Sir, and judge you now, if my Miſtreſs 5 
not beholden to me. 

D. Ma. Oh! extremely : but you'll go to Hell, my 
Dear, for all this; tho' perhaps yo.'ll chooſe that Place: 
I think you never much car'd {or your Husband's Com 
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y; and, if I don't miftake, you ſent him to Heaven 
Pike old Road. Hark ! what Noiſe is that? 

[ Noiſe awithout, 

Fil. So, Ofavio's puſhing his Fortune, he'll have a 


Wife or a Halter, that's poſitive I'll go ſee 
which. [Exit Viletta, 
Enter a Servant haſlilj. 
D. Ma. How now 


Sery. O Sir, Ofawvis has ſet upon a Couple of 
Gentlemen juſt as they were lighting out of a Coach 
at the Door; one of them, I believe, is he that is to 
marry my young Miſtreſs, I heard 'em name her Name: 
I'm afraid there will be Miſchief, Sir, there they are all 
at it, helter skelter. 

D. Ma. Run into the Hall, take down . my Back, 
Breaſt and Head-piece, call an Officer, raiſe the Neigh- 
bours, give me my great Gun, I'll hoot him out of the 
Garret Window. [Ex. Don Manuel. 


Enter Hy polita ard Flora, putting up their Swords ; 
Octavio in the Alguazile's Hands, and Trappanti. 


Hp. Bring him along This is ſuch an Inſo- 
lence! Dama it, at this rate, no Gentleman can walk 
tie Streets. 

Fl. I ſuppoſe, Sir, your Buſineſs was more with our 
Pockets than our Perſons: Are our things ſafe? 

Tra. Ay, Sir, 1 ſecur'd them as ſoon as ever I faw 
his Sword out; I gueſt his Deſign, and ſcower'd off with 
the Portmantue. 

Hyp. I'll know now, who ſet you on, Sir. 

Oct. Prithee, young Man, don't be troubleſome, but 
thank the Raſcal ren, Dear, me down for your Eſcape. 
| io Sir, Pd have you to know, if you had not been 
knockt down, I ſhou'd have ow'd my Eſcape to the 
ame Arm you wou'd have ow'd the Reward for your 
Inſolence: Pray, Sir, what are you? Who knows you ? 

Od. I'm glad, at leaſt to find tis not Don Phi/ip that's 
my Rival. [ Jfde. 

Serv. Sir, my Mafter knowsthe Gentleman very well; 
ke belongs to the Army. Hype 


( 
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Kyp. Then, Sir, if you'd have me uſe you like a Ge 
tleman, I defire your Meaning of thoſe familiar Queting 
you ask d me at the Coach: ſide. 

Od. Faith, young Gentleman, I'll be very ſhon: 
I love the Lady you are to marry; and if you gay; 
quit your Pretences in two Hours, it will entail Perpe- 
tual Danger upon you and your Family. 

Hyp. Sir, if you pleaſe, the Danger's equal — for, m 
me, if Im not as fond of cutting your Throat az yy 
can be of mine. 

02. If I were out of theſe Gentlemen's Hands, on gg 
Word, Sir, you ſhou'dg't want an Opportunity. 

Hyp. O! Sir, theſe Gentlemen protect 
of us; my Friend, and [I'll be your Bail from then, 

Flo. Ay, Sir, we'll bail you; and if you pleaſe, Sir, 
bring your Friend, I'm his: Damn me ! what, d'ye think 
you have Boys to deal with ? 

O. Sir, I ask your Pardon, and ſhall defire to ki 
your Hands about an Hour hence at - 

buen 


Fh. Very well, Sir, we'll meet you. 

Hyp. Releaſe the Gentleman. 

Serv. Sir, we dare not, without my Mafter's Order: 
Here he is, Sir. , 


, mW ww wn 


Enter Don Manuel. 


D. Me. How now, Bully Confeſſor? What! u 
Limbo? [(R 

Hyp. Sir, Don Fernanda de las Torres, whom I an 

oud to call my Father, commanded me ta deliver thi 
into the Hands of his molt dear and worthy Friend Do 
Mantel Grimal1i, and at the ſame time gave me A: 
ſurance of a kind Reception. 

D. Ma. Sir, youare thrice welcome ; let me embract 
ye : I'm overjoy'd to ſee ou. Your Friend 

ir 

Hyp. Don Pedro Velada, my near Relation, who ha 

done me the Honour of his Company from Sul. 
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Ur, to-adlilt at the Solemnity of his Friend's Happi- 


* Ma. Sir, you are welcome; I ſhall be proud ts 
know you- ; 

Kh. You do me Honour, Sir. 

Enter Viletta, au flips a Note into Oftavio's 
Hand unſeen, and Exit: 

Vil. Send your Anſwer to me. 

D. Ma. 1 hope you are not hurt, Gentlemen. 
Not at all, Sir; thanks to a little Skill in the 


D. Ma. I am glad of it; however, give me leave to 
interrupt our Bufineſs for a Moment, till I have done 
you Juſtice on the Perſon that ofter'd you this Inſolence 
at my Gate. 

Hyp. Your Pardon, Sir; I underſtand he is a Gentle- 
man, and beg you would not let my Honour ſuffer, by 
receiving a lame reparation from the Law. 

D. Ma. A pretty mettled Fellow, faith "muſt 
not let him fight tho' [ Aue.] But, Sir, you don't know, 

how deeply this Man is your Enemy? 

Hp. Sir, I know more of his Spleen and Folly: than 
you imagine; which, if you pleaſe to diſcharge him, I'll 

uaint you with. 

Ma. Diſcharge him ! pray conſider, Sir 
[They ſeem to talk. 
02. At.] Now for a Beam of Hope in a Tempeſt. 


[Reads] 
[ charge you don't hazard my Ruin and your own, by 
the Madneſs of a Quarrel : The Cloſet Window where 
I am is but a Step to the Ground. Be at the Back- 
door of the Garden exactly in the cloſe of the Evening, 
where you will ccrtainly find one that may put you in 
the beſt way of getting rid of a Rival. 


Dear kind Creature! Now, if my little Don's Fit of 
Honour does but hold out to bail me, I am the happieſt 

in the Univerſe. 
Ma. Well, Sir, fince I find your Honour is d'pt 
10 
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ſo deep in the Matte Here—— releaſe the Gents 


man. 

Flo. So, Sir; you have your Freedom, you may de. 
pend upon us. 

Hyp. You will find us puntual ——— Sir, your Ser. 
vant. 

OZ. So, now I have a very handſom Occaſion to put 
off the Tilt too. Gentlemen, I ask your Pardon; I be. 
gin to be a little ſenſible of the Raſhneſs I committed; 
and, I confeſs, your manner of treating me has been {© 
very much like Men of Honour, that I think my ſelf ob- 
lig'd from the fame Principle to aflure ye, that tho ! 
love Reſara equal to my Lite, yet no Conſideration ſhall 
3 me to be a rude Er2my, even to my Rival: 

thank you for my Freedom, and am your humble Ser 


-— vant. [Exit Od. 


Hip. Your Servant, Sir; I think we releas'd 
Brother very handiomly ; but I han't done with him. 

[ Aide to Flon. 

D. Ma. What can this ſudden turn of Civility mean? 
I am afraid 'tis but a Cloke to ſome new Roguery be 
has in his Head. 

Wp. I don't know how old it may be, but my Servant 
here has diſcover'd a piece of Villany of his, that exceeds 
any other he can be capable of. | 
. Ma. Is it poſſible? Why would you let him go 

? 

Hyp. Becauſe I'm ſure it can do me no harm, Sir. 

D. Ma. Pray be plain, Sir ; What is it ? 

Hyp. This Fellow can inform you—— For, to fa 
Truth, he's much better at a Lye. Aid. 

D Ma. Come hither, Friend: Pray what is thus Br 
ſineſs? 

Hyp. Ay; what was that you overheard between O- 
io and another Gentle man, at the Inn where ve 
alighted ? 

Tra. Why, Sir, as I was unbuckling my Portmantue 
in the Yard there, I obſerv'd OZawvis and another Spark 
very familiar with your Honour's Name; upon _ 
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dir, prick d up the Ears of my Curioſity, and took in 
il their Diſcourſe. 

D. Ma. Pray who was that other Spark, Friend? 

Tra. A Brother Rake, Sir; a damn'd ſly- look'd Fel- 


low. 
D. Ma. 80 
Fh. How familiarly the Rogue treats his old Maſter! 
[ Afide. 
Hip. Poor Don PY [Aide 


Trap. Says one of em, ſays he, No, damn him, the Old 
Rogue (meaning You, Sir) will never let you have her by 
fair means; however, ſays OFauzo, I'll try ſoft Words: 
But if thoſe won't do, Bully him, ſays t'other. 

D. Ma. Ah, poor Dog! but that would not do neither: 
Sir, he has try dem both to day to no purpoſe. 

Tra. Say you fo, Sir! then you'll fnd what I fay is all 
of a piece. Well! and it neither of theſe will do, fays 
he, you muſt een tilt the young Prig your Rival, (mean- 
mg you then, Sir) [To Hyp. 

D. Ma. Ha, ha! that, I perceive, my Spark did not 
greatly care for. 

Tra. No Sir; that, be feund, was catching a Tar- 
ur. Sbud, my Maſter fought like a Lion, Sir. 

Ep. Truly, I did not ſpare him. 

Flo. No, Faith, — after he was knock'd down. 

| [ Afide. 

Tra. But now, Sir, comes the Cream of the Roguery. 

Ep. Pray obſerve, Sir. 

Tra. Well, ſays Sly looks, and if all theſe fail, I have 
a rare Frick in my Head, that will certainly defer the 
Marriage for 3 or 4 Days at leaſt, and in that time the 
Devil's in't if you don't find an Opportuaity to run away 
vith her. 

D. M. Wou'd you ſo, Mr. Dog, but he'll be hang'd. 
b. O, Sir! You'll find we were mighty fortunate 
in this Diſcovery. ; 

D. Ma. Pray, Sir, let's hear : What was this Trick 
to be, Friend ? | 

Tra. Why, Sir, to alarm You, that my Maſter was an 

| Impoſtor, 
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Impoſtor, and that S4-/oots was the true Don P;, 
ſent by his Father from Seile to marry your Daughter; 
upon which (ſays he) the Old Putt (meaning you again, 
Sir} will be ſo bamboozl'd, tbat 

D. Ma. But pray, Sir, how did young Mr. Caxcany 
conclude, that the Old Putt was to believe all this? Had 
they no ſham Proofs, that they propos d to bamboozle ne 
with, as you call it ? 

Tra. You ſhall hear, Sir, (the Plot was pretty well laid 
too): I'll pretend (ſays he) that the Raſcal your Nu 
(meaning you then, Sir) has robb'd me of my Portmantus 
where I had put up all my Jewels, Money, and Leten 
of Recommendation from my. Father : We are neither 
of us known in Madrid, (iays he) fo that a little Im- 
— and a grave Face, will certainly ſet thoſe tuo 

gs a ſnarling, while you run away with the Bone. 
That's all, Sir. 

D. Ma. Impudent Rogue 


Hyp. What think ye, Sir? was not this Buſineſs gre 


ty handfomly laid ? 
Fh. Faith, it might have wrought a very ridi 


Conſequence. 

D. Ma. Why truly, if we had not been 'd by 
this Diſcovery, for ought I know, Mr. Dog might have 
ran away with the Bone indeed: But if you pleaſe, Sr, 
fince theſe ingenious Gentlemen are ſo pert u 
matter, we'll e'en let em ſee that you and I have Wit 
enough to do our Buſineſs, and een clap up the Wet 
ding to morrow morning. ; 

Hyp. Sir, you are too obliging—— But will you 
Daughter, think ye, be prevail'd with ? . 

D. Ma. Sir, I'll prepare her this minute, — 11 
Pity, methinks, we releas'd that Bully, tho 

Hyp. Not at all, Sir; I don't ſuppoſe he can have ie 
impudence to purſue this, Deſign : Or, if he ſhou'd, Sir, 
now we know him beforehand. 

D. Ma. Nay, that's true as you ſay=—— but there 
fore, methinks, I'd have him come : I love might * 
laugh in my Sleeve at an impudent Rogue, w. - 
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fare be can do me no harm: Ud:fleſh! if he comes, 
ſhan't know whether I believe him or not 
Tul try if the Old Putt can bamboouzie him or no. 
p. Egad, Sir, you're 1n the right on't, knock him 
down with his own Weapon. 
fra. And when he is down, I have a Trick to keep 
him ſo. 
Fh. The Devil's in't if we don't maul this Raſcal among 


U. 

D. Ma. A Son of a Whore 
let him go f ſoon, Faith. 

Fh. We might as well have held him a little. 

Really. Sir, upon ſecond thoughts, I wiſh we had - 

His excuſing his Challenge fo abrupily, makes me fan- 
cy he is in hopes of carrying his Point ſome other way. 
Did not you obſerve your oaugliter's Woman whitper 
bf 


I am ſorry we 


*FSTRaESSEE RES FI» 


D. Ma. Humh '! 
Fb. They ſeem'd very buſy, that's certain. 
— mf I can't ſay about what— but it will be worth 
dur white to be upon our guard. 

D. Ma. I am alarm'd! 

Hy. Where is your Daughter at this time? 

D. Ma. I think ſhe's pretty ſafe but I'll go 
make her ſure. 

Fb. "Twill be no harm to look about ye, Sir. Where's 
her Woman? | 

D. Ma. I'll be upon her preſently— ſhe ſhall be ſearch'd 
for Intelligence—— You'll excuſe me, Gentlemen. 

Wp. Sir, the Occaſion preſſes you. 
D. Ma. If I find all ſafe, I'll return immediately, 
1b and then, if you pleaſe, we'll run over ſome old Sto- 
the ries of my good Friend Fernando Your Servant. 


SFK N 


vir [Exit D. Ma. 
i Hp. Sir, your moſt humble Servant = Tres: 
- parti, thou'rt'a rare Fellow, thou haſt an admirable Face, 


© | ad when thou dy ft, Fil have thy whole Statue calt all 

[| fn the ame Metal. 

— Fb. TIwere pity the Rogue was not bred to the 
. Tre. 
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Tra. So 'tis indeed, Sir, A Man ſhould not 

raiſe himſelf; but if I had been bred to the 

dare venture to lay, I become a Lye as well as any Ma 
that wears it. 4 

Hyp. Nay, now thou art modeft - ——- But Sirrah, 
we have more Work for ze : You muſt get in with the 
Servants, attack the Lady's Woman: There, there; 


Ammunition, Rogue! [Ges him Money] Now try i 


you can make a Breach into the Secrecs ot the Famih. 

Tra. Ah! Sir, I warrant yuu--- l cou'd never 
meet with a Woman that was tius fort of Piitol-prodf,.. 
I have known a handful of theſe do more than a Bar. 
rel of Gunpowder ; the French chary: all their Canna 
with 'em ; the only Weapon in tue World, Sir. Ir 
member my old Mattes Fasnet us'd to ſay, the bet 
Thing in the Greek Grammar was ——— Argurizit 
hanchaf; Narhou, kai Panta Crateſtis. [Ex. Tn. 

Hyp. Well, dear Fo, a, let me kits thee.” © 
Thou haſt done thy part to a Mifacle. 

F.. 'Egad I trimk fo ; Didn't I bear up briskly ? 
Now it Don Philip ſhuvid come while my Blood's up, 
let him look to himtelf. 

Hyp. We thali fi.d him a little tough I believe; for 
poor Gentleman! lie is like to meet with a very odd 
reception from his i atier-in-law. 

Fig. Nay, we've (one his Buline' there I believe. 

Hp. How gliv!v zue old Gentleman {wallow'd Trap 
panti's Lye ! 

Fh. Aud lww rarely the Rogue told it! 

Hrp. Aud ww toon it work d with him! For, f 
you pleale (fs .. we'll vt him fee that we have Wit 
eliough todo © valine, and clap up the Wecdug 
to morrow mou 


Flo. Ah! x » It che Way Well, What 
muit we do | : 

Hp WI. . NOW or dy —ů— — Il be a liule 
brick Upon mr, Ad lik i — 

F. cri 22 
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The SCEN E continues. 


| Exter Vileta haſtily ; Don Manuel and Trappan- 


ti be hin, obſerving ber. 


Fil 0 0 Weich much ado I have given the old Don the 
ſlip ; he has dangled with me thro' every Room 
in the Houſe, high and low, up Stairs and down, as cloſe 
to my Tail as a great Boy hankering after one of his 
Mother's Maids. Well ———- now we will fee what 
Monſieur Octavio ſays. [Takes a Lettem her Boſom. 
Tra. Hilt ! there ſhe is, and alone : When the Devil 
has any thing to do with a Woman, Sir, that's his 
time to take her : Stand cloſe. 

D. Ma. Ah ! he's at work already —— There's a 
Letter. 

Tra. Leave her to me, Sir, [I'll read it. 

V:l. Hah! two Piltoles ! We'll, Pll ay that 
for him, the Man knows his Buſineſs, his Letters always 
come Polt-paid. | 
[While fbe is reading, Trappanti feals behind, and looks 
o'r ber Huld 
Dear Viteta, convey the incles'd immediately to your Mi/- 

treſs, and as you prize my Life, uſe all pr/ſible means 

to keep the Old Gentleman from the Cloſet, till you are 
fure ſhe is ſafe out of the Window. 


Your real Friend. 
Tra. Octavio [R ading. 
Vil. Ah [* brieking. 


Tra. Madam, Your Ladyſhip's moſt humble Ser- 
vant. 


Fil. You're very impertinent, methinks, to look over 
other Peoples Letters. | 


Tra. Why——1 never read a Letter in my Life with. 
gut looking it over. Fil. 


* 
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Vil. ] don't know any buſineis you had to look upon 
this. 

Tra. There's the thing 
has put you into this Paſſion. 

Vil. You may chance i have your Bones broke, My 
Coxcomb. ; 

Tra. Sweet Honey comb, don't be ſo waſpiſh; or if 
keep your Counſel, d'ye ſee, I don't know why my 
Bones maym t keep. their places; but if I peach, whos 
Bones will pay for it then? 

Fil. Ha! the Fool ſays true, I had better wheedle 
him. 2 

Tra. My dear Queen, don't be frigh ted [ 
come as a Friend; now be ſerious. 

Fil. Well! what wou'd you have? 

Tra. Don't. you love Money above any thing in the 
World----- except cae. 

Vil. I except nothing. 

Tra. Very good And pray, how many Let 
ters do you expect to be paid for, when Ofavie has mar 
ry'd your Miſtreſs, and has no Occaſion to write to her? 
Look you Child, tho' you are of Council for him, uſe 
him like a true Lawyer, make Difficulties where there 
are none, that he may fee you where he needs not. 
Diſpatch is out of practice, Delay makes long Bills ; 
ſtick to it, once get him his Cauſe, there's no mare 
Advice to be paid tor. 

Vil. What do you mean? 

Tra. Why, that for the ſame Reaſon, I have no mind 
to put an end to my own Fees, by marrying my Mal 
ter: While they are Lovers, will always have Oc- 
caſion for a Confident, and a Pimp; but when they 

———— Serviteur good night Vails, out 
Harveſt is over: What d'ye think of me now ? 

Vil. Why, I like what you fay very wal: 
But I don't know my Friend, to me that 
ſame Face of yours looks like the Title-page to a whale 
Volume of Roguery.— What ist you drive * 


Vour not knowing that, 
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Ge Money, Money, Money. Don't you lat your Mil- 
tres marry OZawio. I'll do my bett o linder my 
Maſter : Let you and I lay our Heads together to keep 
them aſunder, and ſo make a Penny of em all three. 

Vil. Look you, Seignior, I'll meet you half way, 
and confeis to you, I had made a rough draught of 
this Project my ſelf: But, ſay I ſhou'd agree with you 
o go on upen't, what ſecurity can you give me tor per- 
formance of Articles ? 

Tra. More than Bond or judgment — my Perſon in 


Caſtod 
Vil Ah! That won't do. 
Tra. No, my Love, Why, there's many a ſweet Pit 
int — Taſte it. [Offering to hiſs her, fe 
Fil. No! puts him anwvay. 
7ra. Faith you muſt give me one. 
Vil. Indeed, my Friend, you are too ugly for me; 


| tho! I am not handſome my iclf, I love to play with 


thoſe that are. | 
Tra. And yet methinks an honeft Fellow of my Size 
ud Complexion, in a careleſs Folture, playing the fool 
thus with his Money. 
[Tofſes a Purſe, ſhe catches it, and he kiſſes her. 
Vil. Phah ! Well, if I muſt, come then. — To 
— how a Woman may be deccived at firſt fight of a 


Tra. Nay then, take a ſecond Thought of me, Child. 
| [ Jeain, 

D. Ma. Hah ! — This is laying their Heads Tg 
ther indeed. : [ Behind. 
Fil. Well, now get you gone, I have a Letter to give 
© my Mitirefs, flip into the Garden — I'll come d' ye 


Tra. lot from O#awis ? 


Fil Plhah ! be gone, I ſay, [Snatches the Letter. 
Tra, Hitt! [ lrappanti beckon; Lon Manuel, 
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D. Ma. Now, Strumpet, give me the other Letter 

or I'll murder you. [Drau 

Vil. Ah! lud! O lud! there! there [Squeatin, 

D. Ma. Now we ſhall ſee what my Gentleman wou d 
be at. [ Read: | My dear Angel 

Hah ! Soft and Impudent. 

Depend upon me at the Garden-door by fey 

this Evening: Pity my Impatience, and by 

lieve you can never come too ſoon to the Arm 

ye ur Octavio. 

D. Ma. Ah! Now wou'd this rampant Rogue make 
no more of debauching my Gentlewoman, than te 
Gentlewoman wou'd of him, if he were to debauch 
her hold ——— let's ſee, what does he ſay here. 
um um [ Reads to himſelf, 

il. What a Sow was I to believe this old Fool dun 
do me any harm! but a Fright's the Devil — wait 
I had my Letters again tho" "tis no great matter! 
for as my Friend Trappanti ſays, delaying Odlavios By 
ſineſs, is doing my own. ” 

D. Ma. [Reading] —— Cm um! fare fri 
ſafe eut of the Window. O! there ahe Mine is to be 
ſprung then the Gentleman makes a warm Sieg 
en't in troth ! and one wou'd think was in a fair wy 
of carrying the Place, while he has ſuch an admirable 
Spy in the middle of the 'Town now were [ 
act like a true Spaniard, I ought to rip up this Jak 
for more Intelligence: But I'll be wate, a Bride ada 
Lye will do my Buſineſs a great deal better. Now, Ge 
tlewoman, what d'ye think in your Conſcience I ougit 
to do to ye? 

Jil. What I think in my Conſcience you'll not doi 
me, makea Friend of me — You lee, Sir, I dat 
be an Fnemy. 


D. Ma. Nay, thou doit not want Courage, I'll 
that for thee: But is it poſũble any thing can 
thee honeſt ? | | | 

Fil. What do you ſuppoſe would make me ate 


wiſe? 
D.k 
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D. Ma. Money. * 

Fil. You have nickt it. 

D. Ma. And wou'd the ſame Sum make thee ſurely 
ane as t'other ? 

Jil. That I can't ſay neither: One muſt be heavier 
than t'other, or elſe the Scale can't turn. 

D. Ma. Say it be ſo: Wou'd that turn thee into my 
lac'reſt ? 

Fil. The very minute you turn into mine, Sit: Judge 
your ſel.·— here ſtands OfFawi with a Letter, and 
two Pieces to give it to my Miſtreſs There 
ſand you with a Hem ! and four Pieces where 
wou'd the Letter go d'ye think ? 

D. Ma. There needs no more — I'm conviac'd, and 
will truſt thee————. there's to enccurage thee be- 
forehand, and when thou bringſt me a Letter of Ote- 
dis 3. I'll double the Sum. 

Vil. Sir, VII do't ———— and will take care he ſhall 
mite preſently. | [ Sides 

D. Ma. Now, as you expect I thou'd believe you, 
de gone, and take no notice of what 1 have difcover'd. 

il. I am dumb, Sir [Exit Viletta. 

D. Ma. So! this was done like a wiſe General : And 
ww I have taken the Counterſcarp, there may be jome. 
Hopes of making the T'own capitulate ———— Ro/ara. 

[Unlixcks the Chet. 


Enter Roſara. 
Re/. Did you call me, Sir? 
D. Ma. Ay, Child : come, be chearful ; what I have 
to fay to you, ['m ſure ought to make you 10. 
Ne, He has certainly made ſome Diſcovery: Tit 
Ud not cry out for nothing What ſha'l I do 
mble. | [ Aide. 


D. Ma. In one word, ſet your Heart at reſt, for you 
marry Don Philip this very Evening. 
Re. That's but ſhort Warning for the Gentleman, 2s 


as my ſelf; for I don't know that we ever ſaw 
ene anoth | 


er: How are you fure he will like me ? 


\ 


ls 
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D. Ma. O ! as for that matter, he ſhall fee you pre 


ſently ; and 1 have made it his Intereſt to like you. 
But if you are ſtill poſitively reſolved upon O4awio, [|| 
make but few Words pull off your Clothes, and gg 
to him. 

Raf. My Clothes, Sir! 

D. Ma. Ay, for the Gentleman ſhan't have a--. Rag 
with ycu. 

Re 1 am not in haſte to be ſtarv'd, Sir. 
D. Ma. Then let me ice you put on your beſt Ain 
and receive Don Philip as you ſhou'd do. 

Ro/. When do you expect him, Sir? 

D. Ma. Expect him, Sir! he has been here this Hour, 
Sir I only ſtaid to get you out of the Sullens-.- 
He's none of your Hum drums, ail Life and Mettle! 
Odzooks, he has the Courage of a Cock. a Duel's but 
a Dance to him: He has been at Sa! Sa! — $ ſor 
ycu already. 

Ro. Well, Sir, I ſhan't be afraid of his Courage, 
ſince I ſee you are reſolv'd he ſhall be the Man—— 
He ſhall find me a Woman, Sir, let him win me and 
wear me as ſoon a+ you pleale. 

D. Ma. Ah ! now thou art my own. Girl; hold bu 
in this Humour one quarter of an. Hour, and TIl tok 
thee tother Buſhe l of Dobloons into thy Portion——Here 
bid-a ----- Come, III terch him my felf —— ſbezn 
a rare Cue, faith: ah! if” he does but knick her now. 

[Exit Don Manuel, 

R:/. Now I have but one Card to play ——— if tha 
don't l. my Hopes are cruſn'd indeed: If this young 
Spark bent a «ownright Coxcomb, I may have a Tri 
to turn ail 5. dear Fortune, give him bu 
common S0:c, 1'!] make it impoſiible for him to lik 
Here they come--- [ Walks carelefly, and fo 
/ il reve and I range 
Frt:r Don Manuel and Hypalita. 
Hvp. I' lee and ['!! change---- [ S ings auith bt. 
D. Ala. Ah, he has her ! he has her! 


We- 
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Hyp. Madam, I kiſs your Ladyſhip's Hands, I find by 

 Gaiety you are no Stranger to my Bulineſs ; per- 
haps you expected 1 ſhou'd have come in with a grave 
Bow, and a long Speech; but my Afﬀair's in a little 
more haſte, therefore, if you pleaſe, Madam, we'll cut 
the Work ſhort ; be thoroughly intimate at tlie fir't 
jght, and fee one another's iHumoars in a quarter of 
an hour, as well as if we had been weary of them this 
Twelve-monch. 

D. Ma. Ah! 

Ref. Troth, Sir, I think you are very much in the 
right : The ſooner I ſee you, the ſooner I ſhall Know 
whether I like you or not. 

Hip. Pſhah ! as for that matter, you'll find me a very 
faihionabls Husband ; I ſhan't expect my Wife to be 
over fond of me. 

R/ But I love to be in the Faſhion too, Sir, in tak- 
ing the Man | have a mind to 

Hp. Say you ſo? why then tale me as ſoon as you 

le. 

11 I only ftay for my Mind Sir; as ſoon as ever 
that comes to me, upon my word, I am ready to wait 
vou. 

hp. Well, Madam, a quarter of an hour ſhall brealc 
$0 ſquareʒ — Sir,if you'll find an Occaſion to leave 
n alone, I fee we ſhall come to a right Underſtanding 
preſently. | 

D. Ma. I'll du't, Sir: Well. Child, ſpeak in thy Con- 


ſcience, is not he a pretty Fellow: 


Ro. The Ger: tinan's very welt, Sie; but methinls 
be's a little to dung for a Hu: 5nd, 
1 1 bs £225 ! ; 
D. Ma Voung a fail: yortt fil him Old eno fel 
for a Wife, | werrant ye: Sir, | mi. beg yoir Pird in 


fra moment: Put, if you pizaſe, in the mean time, I' 
42 my Daughter, and {> pray male your bet 


[Zit Don MIanuel. 
tp. I thank ye. Sir. 
(Hyp. ftands ſometime mute, lab, care: fy at Roſara, 
and foe ſmiles a: in Contempt of him. 
C3 Way 
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Wi now, methinks, Madam, you had as good put on 
= cal Smile, for I am doom'd to be the happy Man, you 
ice. 

Ro/. So my Father ſays, Sir. 

Hyp. I'll take his Word. 

R/. A bold Man but he'll break it. 

Hyp. He won't. | | 

Ro/. He mult. 

Hyp. Whether he will or no? 

R/. He can't help it now. 

Hyp. Hew fo, pray? 

Ro. Becauſe he has promis'd you, you ſhall marry me; 
and he has always promis'd me I thould marry the Mu 
could love, : 

Hyp. Ay, — that is, he would oblige you to love 
the Man you ſhould marry. 

Rof. The Man that I marry will be ſure of my Love; 
2 or the Man that marries me, Mercy on 

m 

Eyp. No matter for that, I'll marry you. 

Ref. Come, I don't believe you are ſo 1l]-natur'd, 

Hyp. Why, doſt thou not like me, Child ? 

R/. Um- No. 

F yp. What's the matter ? 

Ko/. The old Fault. 

Hyp What? 

Rof. 1 don't like you. 

Hyp. Is that all? 

Rof. No. 

Hyp. That's hard. — the reſt, 

Rof. That you won't like. 

Hyp. I'Il ſtand it try me. 

Ro/. Why then, in ſhort, I like another: Another 
Man, Sir, has got into my Head, and has made ſuch 
work there, you'll never be able to ſet me to rights u 
long as you live What d'ye think of me now, 
Sir ? Won't this ſerve for a Reaſon why you ſhov'l 
not marry me? 
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Hy. Um the Reaſon is a pretty ſmart fort of a 


Reaſon truly, but it won't do To be ſhort with ye, 
Madam, I have reaſon to believe I ſhall be diſinherited if 

den't marry You. | 

Re. And what have you reaſon to believe you ſhall 
be, if you do marry me?; 

Hyp. In the Spani/> Faſhion, I ſuppoſe, jealous to a 


_ You may be in the Engliſh Faſhion, and ſome- 
thing elſe to a degree. 

. Oh! if I have not Courage enough to prevent 
that, Madam, let the World think me in the EAI 
City-faſhion content to a degree. Now here in Spain, 
Child, we have ſuch _ as Back rooms, barr'd Win- 
dows, hard fare, Poiſon, Daggers, Bolts, Chains, and fo 
forth. \ 


Rof. Ay, Sir, and there are ſuch things as Bribes, 
Plots, Shams, Letters, Lyes, Walls, Ladders, Keys, Con- 
fdents, and fo forth. 

Hyp. Hey! a very complete Regiment indeed ! what 
a World of Service might theſe do in a quarter of an hour, 
with a Woman's Courage at the head of em! Really, 
Midam, your Dreſs and Humour have the prettieſt looſe 
French Air, ſomething ſo Quality, that let me die, Ma- 
dam, I believe in a Month I ſhould be apt to poiſon ye. 

Rof. So! it takes. [ Aide. ] And let me die, Sir, I 
believe I ſhould be apt to delerve it of ye. 

Eyp. I ſhall certainly do't. 


Re, It muſt be in my Breakfaſt then for I 


ſhould certainly run away before the Wedding-Dinner 


came up. 

Hyp. That's over. acted, but I'll ſtartle her. [ 4/de. 
Then I muſt tell you, Madam, a Spani/> Husband may 
be provok'd. as well as a Wiſe. 

R/ My Life on't, his Revenge is not half ſo ſweet ; 
and if ſhe's provok' d, 'tis a ad to one but ſhe licks 
her Lips before ſhe's nail'd in her Coffin. 

typ. You are very gay, Madam. 


C4: Ro. 
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Ro/. I ſee nothing to fright me, Sir; for I cannot he. 
lieve you't! marry me now— I have told ye 
Humeur, if you ike it, you have a good Stomach. 

Hrp. Why tru; may probably lie a little 
upon t, but I can better digeſt you tnan Poverty; as for 
your inclination, I'll keep your Body honeſt however; 
that ſhall be lockt up, and it you don't love me, then 
I'll ftab ye. [ Carelefy. 

Rof. With what? your Words? it mult be thoſe you 
lay after the Pric!t tlien-— ——— You'll be able to do 
very little elſe that will reach my Heart, I aſſure ye. 

Hyp. Well, well, Madam. you need not give your 
ſelf half this trouble, I am heartily convinc'd you will 
make the damnedſt Wife that ever poor Dog of a 
Husband wiſh'd at the Devil: But really, Madam, you 
are very unfortunate ; for notwithſtanding all the migh- 
ty pains you have taken, you have met with a poſitive 
Coxcomb, that's [til] juſt Fool and Stout enough to mar- 
ry you. 

Roj. * Twill be a Proof of vour Courage indeed. 

Fiyp. Madam, you rally very well, tis cunteit ; But 
now if you pleate, we'll be a little ierios. 

Roſ. ! think lam What does he mean? [Au 

p Come, come, this Humour is as much affected 
as my own: I could no more bear the Qualities you lay 
you have, than I know you are guilty ef em: Your 
pretty Arts in ſtriving to avoid, have charm'd me. Had 
you been precilely Coy, or Over-modeſt, your Virtue 
then might have been ſuſpected. Your ſhewing me 
what a Man of Senie ſhould hate, convinces me you 
know tco what he ought to love; and ſhe that's once 
io well acquainted with the Charms of Virtue, never 
can forſake it. I both admire and love you now : You've 
made what only was my Intereſt my Happinels. 
At my firſt View I woo'd ye only to ſecure a ſordid 
Fortune, which now I overjoy'd, could part with ; nay, 
with Life, with any thing, te purchaſe your unrival d 
Heat. | 


Ryf. 


w WW WT 


TT 0 7 © 8 ww = @& &@ * = 


- 


R RA „ a” 


She Wou'p, and She Wov'p Nor. 7 


Ro. Now I am plung'd indeed N l 
om you have diicover d me; an inte fi - 
d me to be ſeriou. | now, fromm 5morr y 41 th 


ny Heart's already gwen, from waence no Poet Bur 
Intereſt ſhall recal it. 

Hyp. I hate my Intereſt, and would ove no Power 
or Title, but to Love. 

Roſe If, as you ſay, vou think I find a Charm in 
Virtue, you'll know too there's a Charm in Cor.tancy : 
You ought to {corn me, ſhould | flatter you with lope, 
ſince now you are a{lur'd I mutt be falſe before i can be 
yours: If what I've ſaid ſeems cold, or too neglettful of 
jour Merit, call it not Ingratitude or Scorn, but faith 
amov'd, and Juitice to the Man I love. 

Hyp. Death ! T have fool'd away my Hopes, ſhe muſt 
conſent, and ſoon, or yet I'm loſt [Aiide. 

Re/. He ſeems a little choughtful, if he has Honour, 
there may yet be Hopes. 

Hyp. It muſt —— It can be only fo, that way 
[ make her ſure, and ſerve my Brother too. [ie 
well, Madam, to let you fee I'm a Friend to Love, 
tho' Love's an Enemy to me, give me but a ſeeming 
Proof that Octavio is the undiſputed Maier of your 
tleart, and I'll forego the Power your Father's Obliga- 
tons give me, and throw my Hopes into his Arms with 


but Ofawis, 

Ref. I ſwear, and Heaven befriend me as I keep 
Vow inviolate. 

ty. Riſe, Madam, and now receive a Secret, which 
| need not charge you to be careful cf, fince as well 
Jour Quiet as my own depends upon it. A lictle com- 
wn Prudence between us, in all probability, before 
8 Wignt, 
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Night, may make us happy in our ſeparate Wifhes. 
Ke, What mean you, Sir? Sure you are ſome Angel 
lent to my Deliverance. 
Hp. Truly, Madam, I have been often told ſo: But, 
—tike molt Angels of my kind, there is a mortal Man in t 
tie World, who I have a great Mind ſhould know that a 
I am but a Woman. 
Ro. A Woman! Are not you Don Philip? 
Hyy. His Shadow, Madam, no more: I juſt run he. 
fore him nay, and after him too. 
Re/. J am confounded. =—— A Woman N 
Hyp. As arrant a Woman from Top to Toe, as ever 
Man run Mad for. * 
Ro/. Nay, then you are an Angel. hi 
Hip. Perhaps you'll think me a little a-kin to one | de 
hi 


oo 


at leaſt: Ouuwio, Madam, your Lover is my Brother; 
my Name Hyps/ita ; my Story you ſhall know at Leiſure, 

Roj. Hypoiita! Nay, then, from what you've ſaid, 
and what 1 have heard Otawis ſay of ye, I gue yur | ® 
Story: But this was ſo extravagant a Thought! A 

Hp. That's true, Madam, it— it it was a little 2 
round about indeed, I might have found a nearer way 
to Don Philip: But theſe Men are ſuch tetchy things, be 
they can never ſtay one's time, always in haſte, juta | 
they pleaſe now; we are to look kind, then grave ; now 
ſoft. then ſincere —— — Fiddleftick ! when, may be, 
a Woman has a new Suit of Knots on her Head — 
So if we happen not to be in their Humour, forſooth, 
then we are Coquet, and Proud, and Vain ; and then 


they are to turn Fools, and tell us ſo; then one pous, R 
and t'other huffs, and fo at laſt, you ſee, there is ſuch a 1 
Plague, that I 48n't know one does not 

care to be rid of 'em neither. 


Ro/. A very generous Confeſſion! 


—— 


Hyp. Well, Madam, now you know me throughly, 
I hope you'll think me as fit for a Husband as anothe | 
Woman. 
H. Then I muſt marry ye ? | 
Hip. Ay, and ſpeedily ioo; for I expect Don _ 
| er 
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every Moment ; and if we don't look about us, he will 
to forbid the Banes. 
Roſ. If he comes, what ſhall we do? 
Hyp. I am provided for him. Here comes your Fa- 
— he's ſecure. Come put on a dumb conſenting 
Air, and leave the reit to me. 
Ro. Well! this getting the better of my wiſe Papa, 


- won't be the leaſt part of my Satisfaction. 


Enter Don Manuel. 

D. Ma. So, Son! how does the Battle go now ? 
Ha'ye cannonaded ſtoutly? Does ſhe cry, Quarter? 

Hyp. My dear Father, let me embrace your Knees ; 
my Life's too poor to make you a Return, You 
have given me an Empire, Sir, I would not change to 
be Grand Seignior. 

D. Ma. Ah Rogue he has done it; he has done it! 
he has her ha! is't not fo, my little Champion? 

Eyp. Victoria, Sir, the Town's my own. Look here! 
and here, Sir! Thus have J been plundering this Half- 
hour, and thus, and thus, and thus, 'till my Lips ake 
again. [ Kiſſes her. 

D. Ma. Ah! give me the Great-Chair I can't 
dear my Joy. You rampant Rogue, could not 
ye give the poor Girl a quarter of an hour's warning? 

Hyp. My Charmer! [Embracing Roſara. 

D. Ma. Ah! my Cares are over. 

Hyp. O! I told ye, Sir, Hearts and Towns are 
never too ſtrong for a Surprize. 

D. Ma. Prithee be quiet, I hate the Sight of ye, — 
-_ Come hither you wicked thing, come hither, 

Roſ. Iam glad to fee you fo well pleas'd, Sir. 

D. Ma. O! I cannot live - I can't live ! it pours up- 
on me like a Torrent, I am as full as a Bumper, — it runs 
over at my Eyes, I ſhall choke. Aniwer me two 
Qeltions, and kill me outright. 

* Any thing that will make you more pleas'd, 


D. Ma. Are you poſitivel refolred to marry this Gen- 
lleman ? my F Ro. 
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Rej. Sir, I'm convinc'd tis the firſt Match that can 
make me happy. 

D. Ma. I am the miſerabl'ſt Dog alive — and 1 
warrant vou are willing to marry him to morrow Morn. 
ing, it I ſhou'd ask you. 

Ro/. Sooner, Sir, if you think it neceſſary. 

D. Ma. Oh! this malicious Jade has a mind to d 
me all at once Ye curſed Toad ! how did you 
do to get in with her fo ? [To Hyp. 

Ro/. Come, Sir, take Heart, your Joy won't be always 
ſo troubleſome. 

D. Ma. You lye, Huſſy, I ſhall be plagu'd with it as 
long as I live. 

Hp. You mult not live above two Hours then. 


D. Ma. I warrant this raking Rogue will get Wien 
Child too —— I ſhall have a young ſquab Spaniard 
upon my Lap, that will ſo Grand papa me 
Well! what want you, Gloomy face? 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, here's a Gentleman defires to ſpeak with 
vou; he ſays he comes from Sevi 

D. Ma. From Sevi/! ha! prithee let him go thither 
again. Tell him 1 am a little buſy about being 
overjoy d. 

Hyp. My Life on't, Sir, this muſt be the Fellow that 
my Servant told you of, employ'd by Oe vio. 

D. Ma. Very likely. 

Enter Trappanti. 
Ja. Sir, Sir, News. News! 
D. Ma. Ay, this Fellow has a good merry Face now 


— | like him. Well! what doſt thou ſay, Lad? — 


But hold, Sirrah ! Has any Bedy told thee how it is 
with me? 

Tra. Sir! 

D. Ma. Do you know, Puppy, that I am ready to 
cry? 

Tra. Cry, Si:! for what? 

D. M jy | Joy! you Whelp ; my Cares are over, 

Madam's 


=” em. 
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Madam's to marry your Maſter, Sirrah, and I am as 
wet with Joy, as if I had been thrown into a Sea full of 
good Luck---- W hy don't you cry, Dog? 

Tra. Uh! Well, Sir, I do But now if you pleaſe, 
Jet me tell you my Buſineſs. 3 

D. Ma. Well, what's the Matter, Sirrah? 

Tra. Nay, no great Matter, Sir, only) — Sh 
is come, that's all. 

D. Ma. Shlaots ! what, the Bamboozler! ha! ha! 

Tra. He, Sir, he. 

D. Ma. I'm glad of /it, faith 
a little Diverſion to moderate my Joy Til wait 
on the Gentleman my felf don't you be out of 
the Way, Son, Pl! be with "ee ney O my 
Jaws? this Fit will carry me off. Ve dear Toad, good- 

a Exit. 
. Ha! ha! ha! the old Gentleman's as 3 as 
a Fiddle ; how he'll ſtart when a String ſnaps in the 
middle of his Tune 

Ro. At leaſt we ſhall make him change it, I be- 
lieve 


557 That we fhall, and here comes one that's to play 
upon him. 


now I ſhall have 


Enter Flora haſtily. 
Fb. Don Philip! where are ye? 1 muſt needs ſpeak 


with ye. 1 7 your Ladyſhip's Pardon, Madam. 


(whiſpers Hyp. ] Stand to your Arms, the Enemy's at 
the Gate, faith. But I've juſt thought of a ſure Card to 
win the Lady into our Party. 

Ro. Who can this Youth be ſhe is ſo familiar with? 
He muſt certainly know her Buſineſs here, and ſhe is re- 
duc d to truſt him. What odd things we Women are 
never know our own Minds : How very humble now 
has her Pride made her ! 

Hyp. [to Flo] I like your Advice fo well, that to tell 
ye the Truth, 1 have made bold to take it before you 
fave it me. | 

Fh. Is't poſſible ! 

thp. Come, I'll introduce ye. * 
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Fl. Then the Buſineſs is done. 

Hyp. Madam, if your Ladyſhip pleaſes, [to Roſ.] 

No Is this Gentleman your Friend, Sir? 

Hyp. This Friend, Madam, is my Gentlewoman, x 
your Service. 

Roſ. Gentlewoman ! What, are we all going into 
Breeches then ? 

Flo. That us'd to be my Poſt, Madam, when I wore 
a Needle ; but now I have got a Sword by my Side 
I ſhall be proud to be Your Ladyſhip's humble Ser. 


vane. 

Rof. Troth I think it's a pity you ſhould either of 
you ever = with your Swords: I never ſaw a prettier 
Couple of Adroit Cavalieres in my Life. 

Flo. Egad, 1 don't know how it is, Madam, but me. 


thinks theſe Breeches give me ſuch a mettl'd Air I can - 


help fancying but that I left my Sex at Home in ny 
Petticoats. 

Hp. Why faith, for ought I know, hadſt thou been 
born to Breeſche, inſtead of a Fille de Chambre, Fortune 
might have made thee a Bean Gar/on at the Head ofa 
Regiment. — But huſh ! there's Don Philip and the 
old Gentleman: We muſt not be ſeen yet; if you pleaſe 
to retire, Madam, [I'll tell you how we intend to deal 
with 'em. 

Ro/. With all my Heart. — Come, Ladies 
Gentlemen, I beg your Pardon. [Exeunt, 


The End of the Third A. 


ACT 
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The S C E NE continues. 
Ester Don Manuel and Don Philip. 


ELL, Sir! and fo you were robb'd of 
your Portmantue, yoa fav, at Toledo, in 
which were all your Letters and Writings relating to 
your Marriage with my Daughter, and that's the Rea- 
ſon you are come without 'em. 
. Ph. I thought, Sir, you might reaſonably take it 
ill, ſhou'd I have lain a Week or two in Town without 
ying you my Duty: I was not robb'd of the Regard 
Ts my Father's Friend : That, Sir, I have brought 
with me, and 'twould have been ill Manners not to 
have paid it at my firſt Arrival. 

D. Ma. Ah! how ſmooth the Spark is! [Ad. 
Well, Sir, I am pretty conſiderably glad to ſee you: 
But I hope you'll excuſe me, if, in a Matter of this 
Conſequence, I ſeem a little Cautious. 

D. Ph. Sir, I ſhan't propoſe any immediate Progreſs 
in my Affair. till you receive freſh Advice from m 
Father; in the mean time, I ſhall think myſelf oblig'd 
by the bare Freedom of your Houſe, and ſuch Enter- 
tainment as you'd, at leaſt, afford a common Stranger. 

D. Ma. Impudent Rogue! The Freedom of my Houſe ! 
Yes, that he may be always at Hand to ſecure the 
main Chance for my Friend Ofawio : —— But now 
Tl have a Touch of the Bamboozle with him. Look 
ye, vir, While I fee nothing to contradict what you ſay 
you are, d'ye ſee? You ſhall find mea Gentleman. 

D. Ph. So my Father told me, Sir. 

7 D. Ma. 
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D. Ma. But then, on the other Hand, d'ye ſee? a 
Man's Honelty is not always written in his Face; and 
(begging your Pardon) if you ſhou'd prove a damn d 


ogue now, d'ye ce ? 


. Ph. Sir, I can't in Reaſon, take any thing ill, 


that proceeds only from your Caution. 

D. Ma. Civil Raſcal. [aide] No, no, as ycu ſay, I 
hope you won't take it ill neither: For how do I know, 
you know, but what you tell me (begging your Pardon 
again, Sir) may be all a Lye? 

D. Ph. Another Man indeed, might ſay the ſame to 
you: But I ſhall take it kindly, Sir, if you ſuppoſe me 
a Villain no oftner than you have Occaſion to ſuſpe& 
D. Ma. Sir, you ſpeak like a Man of Honour, dis 


confelt, but (begging your Pardon again, Sir) ſo may 2 


Raſcal too, ſometimes. 

D. Pk. But a Man of Honour, Sir, can never ſpeak 
like a Raſcal. | 

D. Ma. Why then with your Honour's leave, Sir, is 
there no body here in Madrid that knows you ? 

D. Ph. Sir, I never ſaw Madrid, till within theſe two 
Hours: Tho' there is a Gentleman in Town that knew 
me intimately at Sewi}, I met him by accident at the 
Inn where | alghted ; he's known here, if it will give 
you any preſent Satisfaction, I believe I could eaſily 
produce him to vouch for me. | 

D. Ma. At the Inn, fay ye, did you meet this Gentle 
man: What's his Name, Pray ? 

D. Ph. O ais Cruxado. 5 

D. Ma. Hah! My Bully- Confeſſor: T his agrees Word 
for Word wita honeſt Trappanti's Intelligence! — [ Aide. 
Well, Sir, and pray, what does he give you for this 

> 
> Ph. Job, Sir! 
D. Ma. Ay, that is, do you undertake it out of Gocd- 


fellow ip? or are you to have a fort of Fellow-feeling in 


the matter ? - 


D. Ph. 


* 
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D. Ph. Sir, if you believe me to be the Son of Don 
, I muſt tell ye, your Manner of receiving 

me, is what you ought not to ſuppoſe can pleaſe him, 
or | can thank you for; if you think me an Impottor, 
Fu eaſe you of the Trouble of — me. and 
lee your Houſe till I can bring better Proofs who 


am. 

'D Ma. Do fo, Friend; and in the mean time, d've 
ſee? Pray give my humble Service to the Politician. 
and tell him, that to your certain Knowledge, the old 
Fellow, the old Rogue, and the old Put, d'ſee? knows 
how to Bamboozle as well as himſelf. 

D. Ph. Politician! and Bamboozle ! Pray, Sit, let 
me underſtand you, that I may know how to anſwer 
5 Ma. Come, come, don't be diſcourag'd, Friend, 
— {ometmes you know, the ſtrongeit Wits muſt 
ail; you have an admirable Head, 'tis confeſt, with as 
able a Face to it as ever {tuck upon two Shoulders: 
But who the Devil can help i} Luck? For it happens 
at this time, d'ye ſee? that it won't do. 

D. Ph. Won't do, Sir c 

D. Ma. Nay, if you won't underſtand me now, here 
comes an honeſt Fellow now, that will ſpeak you point- 
bank to the Matter, 


Enter Trappanti. 


— hither, Friend: Doſt thou know this Gentle- 
wan! | 

Tra. Bleſs me, Sir! is it you? Sir, this is my old 
Matter I liv'd with at Sewil. 

D. Ph. I remember thee, thy Name's Trappanti, thou 
vert my Servant when I fir went to travel. 

rap. Ay, Sir. and above twenty Months after you 
came home too. 

D. Ph. You ſce, Sir, this Fellow knows me. 

D Ma. O! | never queſtion'd it in the leaſt, Sir: 
thee what's this worthy Genileman's Name, Friend? 


Tra. 
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Tra. Sir, your Honour has heard me talk of him z 
thouſand times; his Name, Sir, his Name's Carman; 
his Father, Sir, old Don G»zmanr, is the moſt eminem 
Lawyer in Sevil; was the very Perſon that drew uy 
the Settlement and Articles of my Maſter's Marriage 
with your Honour's Daughter : This Gentleman 
all the Particulars as well as if he had drawn em 
himſelf. But, Sir, I hope there's no Miſtake in 'em, that 
may defer the Marriage. 

D. Ph. Confuſion! 

D. Ma. Now, Sir, What fort of Anſwer d'ye think it 
to make me? 

D. Ph. Now, Sir, that I'm oblig'd in Honour not to 
leave your Houſe, till I, at leaſt, have ſeen the Vil. 
lain that calls himſelf Don Philip, that has robb'd me 
of my Portmantue, and wou'd you, Sir, of your Ho. 
_ and your Daughter —<J—— as for this Raf 


Tra. Sir, I demand Protection. [ Runs behind D. Ma. 

D. Ma. Hold, Sir, fince you are io brisk, and in my 
own Houſe too, call your Maſter, Friend : You'll find 
we have Swords within can match you. 

Tra. Ay, Sir, I may chance tor ſend you one will take 
down your Courage. [Exit Trappanti. 

D. Ph. I ask your Pardon, Sir, I muſt confeſs, the 
Villany I ſaw deſign'd againſt my Father's Friend had 
tranſported me beyond good Manners: But be aſſurd, 
Sir, uſe me henceforward as you pleaſe, I will deteft 
it, tho' I loſe my Life. Nothing ſhall affront me now, 
*till I have prov'd my ſelf your Friend indeed, and Don 
Fernando's Son. 

D. Ma. Nay, look ye, Sir, I will be very civil too 
I won't ſay a Word You ſhall c'en ſquab- 
ble it out by your ſelyes: Not but at the ſame time thou 


art to me the merrieſt Fellow that ever I ſaw in ] 


r Life. 
. Enter Hypolita, Flora, and Trappanti. 
Hyp. Who's this that dares uſurp my Name, and cal 
himlelf Daa Philip de las Torres? _ 
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D. Ph. Hah! this is a young Competitor indeed. 
LAide. 


Fb. Is this the Gentleman, Sir? 

D. Ma. Yes, yes, that's he: Ha! ha! 

D. Ph. Yes, Sir, I'm the Man, who but this Morn- 
ing loſt that Name upon the Road : I'm inform'd an . 
impudent young Raſcal has pick'd it out of ſome 
Writings in the Portmantue he robb'd me of, and has 
brought it hither before me: D'ye know any ſuch, 
ir? 


Fb. The Fellow really does it very well, Sir. 

D. Ma. Oh! Toa Miracle? [Ade 

Hyp. Pritkee, Friend, how long doſt thou expect thy 
Impudence will keep thee out of a Goal? Cou'd not the 
Coxcomb that put thee upon this, inform thee too, that 
this Gentleman was a Magiſtrate ? 

D. Ma. Well ſaid, my little Champion. 

D. Ph. Now, in my Opinion, Child, that might as 
well put thee in mind of thy own Condition : For, ſup- 


poſe thy Wit and Impudence ſhou'd fo far ſucceed, aa 


to let thee ruin this Gentleman's Family, by really mar- 
wing his Daughter, thou canſt not but know tis im- 
poſſible thou ſhouldſt enjoy her long; a very few Days 
muſt unavoidably diſcover thee; in the mean time, if 
thou wilt ſpare me the Trouble of expoſing thee, and 
252 confeſs thy Roguery, thus far I'll forgive thee; 

if thou ſtill proceedeſt upon his Credulity to a Mar- 
rage with the Lady, don't flatter thy ſelf, that all her 
Fortune ſhall buy off my Evidence; for I'm bound in 
Honour, as well as Liw, to hang thee for the Rob- 


Hyp. Sir, you are extremely kind. 
Fh. Very civil, egad ! | 
Hyp. But mayn't I preſume, my dear Friend. this 
Wheedle was offer'd as a Trial of this Gentleman's Cre- 
dulity? Ha! ha! ha! 
D. Ma. Indeed, my Friend 'tis a very ſhallow one 
Canſt thou think I'm ſuch a Sot as to believe, that if he 
were in thy Power to hang him, he ah not 
ve 


* 
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have run away at the firſt ſight of thee ? 
Tre. Ay, Sir, he muit be a dull Rogue indeed, that 
wou'd not run away from a Halter! Ha! ha! ha! 
[411 laugh, 
D. Ph. Sir, I ask your Pardon: I begin now to 


a little ſenſible of my Folly L perceive this 
Gentleman has done his Buſineſs with you effectually: 
However, Sir, the Duty I owe my Father, obliges me 
not to leave your Caule, tho I'll leave your Houſe imme. 
diately ; when you tce me next, you'll know Don Phili 
from a Ratca). 

D. M Ah! Twill be the fame thing, if I knowa 
Raical from Don Philip: But if you pleaſe, Sir, never 
give your felf any farther Trouble in this Buf 
neſs; for what you have done, d'ye ſee? is ſo far from 
interrupting my Daughter's Marriage, that, with this 
Gentlemans Leave, I'm reſolv'd to finiſh it this v 
hour; fo that waen you fee your Friend the Polit. 
cian, You malt tell him you had curſed Luck, that's all. 
Ha! ha! ha! 

D Ph. Very well, Sir, I may have better when [ ſee 
you Next. a 

Hsp. Look ye, Sir, ſince your Undertaking (tho you 
deiign'd it otherwiſe) has promoted my Happinels, thus 
tar | paſs it by, tho' I queſtion if a Man, that Rtoops 
to da tuch baſe Injuries, dares defend 'em with his 
Sword: However, now at leaſt you're warn'd ; but be 
aſſur d. your next Attempt 

D. Ph. Will ſtartle you, my Spark: I'm afraid you'l 
be a little humbler when you are hand cufft ; tho you 
won't take my Word again!t him, Sir, perhaps another 
Magiſtrate may my Oath, which becaule I fee his Mir 
riage is in halle, I am oblig'd to make immediately: If 
he can out-face the Law too, I ſhall be content to be 
the Coxcomb then you think me. [Exit D. Philip. 


D. Ma. Ah! poor Fellow, he's reſolv d to carry it off 


with a good Face however: Ha! ha! 
Tra. Ay, Sir, that's all he has for't indecd. 


Hp. 
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Hyp. Trappanti, follow him, and do a« I directed. 

: [ Aide to ra. 
Tra. | warrant ye, Sir. [Exit Tra. 
D. Ma. Hah! my little Champion, let me kiſs thee, 

thou haſt carried the Day like a Hero! Man nor Wo. 
man, nothing can ſtand before thee. I'li make thee Mo- 
march of my Daughter immediately. 

Hyp. That's the Indies, Sir. 

D. Mi. Well ſaid, my Lad Ah! my Heart's 
going to dance again: Prithee let's in, before it gets 
the better of me, and give the Bride an Account of thy 
Victory | 

Hyp. Sir, If you pleaſe to prepare the way, I'll march 
after you in Form, and lay my [I.aurels at her Feet, 
ke a Conqueror. | 

D. Ma. Say'it thou fo, my little Soldier? why then 
Pl ſend for the Pricit, and thou ſhalt be married in 
Trumph. 

Hp. Now Flara 

Fh. Ay, now Madam, who ſays we are not Politi- 
clans? I'd fain fee any turn of State manag'd with half 
_ Dexterity. But, pray what is Trappanti detach'd 

? 4 

Hyp. Only to interrupt the Motions of the Enemy, 
Girl, till we are ſafe in our Trenches : For ſhou'd 
Don Philip chance to rally upon us with an Algua- 
tile and a Warrant, before I am faſt tied to the Lady, 
we may be routed for all this. | 

Fh. Trappanti knows his Buſineſs, I hope. 

Hyp. You'll fee preſently — But huſh ! here comes 
my Brother: Poor Gentleman! he's upon 'Phorns too; 


Ive made Ro/are write him a moſt provoking Let- 
ter 


Fl. Nay you have an admirable Genius to Miſchief: 
But what has poor Octavio done to you, that he mult be 

plagu'd too? 
typ. Well, dear Flora, don't chide; indeed this ſhall 
be the laſt Day of my Reign. Come, now let's in, keep 
up the old Don's Humour, and laugh at him. 
| Fh. 


* 
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Flo. Ay, there with all my Heart. 
Enter Octavio awith a Letter, and Viletta. 


O. Ro/ara falſe! Diſtraction! 

Fil. Nay, don't be in ſuch a Paſſion. 

O. Confeſs it too! ſo changed within an Hour 

Vil. Ah, dear Sir, if you had but ſeen how the young 
Gentleman laid about him, you'd ha' wonder'd how ſhe 
held out ſo lon 3 

Od. Death ! tis impoſſible. 

Vi. Common, Sir, common : I have known a prouder 
Lady as nimble as ſhe,.— What will you lay 
that before the Moon changes, ſhe is not falſe to your 
Rival? 

Oct. Don't torture me, Viletta. ä 

Vil. Come, Sir, take heart; my Life on't, you'll be 
the happy Man at laſt. 

O#. Thou'rt mad: Does ſhe not tell me, here in her 
Letter, ſhe has herſelf conſented to marry another ? Nay, 
does not ſhe inſult me too with a — Yet loves me better 
than the Perſon ſhe's to marry. 

Vil. Inſult! is that the beſt you can make on't ? Ah! 
You Men have ſuch Heads ! 

OX. What doſt thou mean? 

F:l. Sir, to be free with you; my Miſtreſs is grown 
wiſe at laſt; my Advice, I perceive, begins to work 
with her, and your Buſineſs is done. 

OX. What was thy Advice? 

Vil. Why, to give the Poit of Husband to your N. 
val, and put you in for a Deputy. You know the Buf- 
neſs of the Place, Sir, if you mind it; by the Help of 
a few good Stars, and a little Moonſhine, there's many 
a fair Perquiſite may fall in your way. | 
, — Thou raveſt, Viletta; tis impoſſible ſhe can fall 
o low. 

Vil. Ab, Sir! you can't think how Love will humble 
2 body. 

Och. I'll believe nothing ill of her, till her own 
Mouth confefles it; ſhe can never own this Letter. 

: | She 
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che can't but know I ſhou'd ſtab her with Reproaches : 
Therefore, dear Viletta, eaſe me of my Torments ; go 
this Minute, and tell her I'm upon the Rack till I 
with her. 

Vil. Sir, I dare not for the World; the old Gentle- 
man's with her, he'll knock my Brains out. 

08. I'll protect thee with my Life. 

Vil. Sir, I wou'd not venture to do it for — for — 
for — Yes, I wou'd for a Piſtole. 

0X. Confound her —— There, there tis: Dear 
Viletta, be my Friend this time, and [I'll be thine for 


ever. 

Vil. Now, Sir, you deſerve a Friend. [Ex. Vil. 

Od. Sure this Letter muſt be but Artifice, a Humour, 
to try how far my Love can bear, and yet me- 
thinks ſhe can't but know the Impudence of my young 
Rival, and her Father's Importunity, are too preſſing to 
allow her any time to fool away; and if ſhe were really 
falſe, ſhe cou d not take a Pride in confeſling it. Death 
I know not what to think, the Sex is all a Riddle, and 
we are the Fools that crack our Brains to expound 
em. 


Re-enter Viletta. 


Now, dear Viletta. 

Vil. Sir, ſhe begs your Pardon, they have juſt ſent for 
the Prielt, but they will be glad to fee you about an 
Hour hence, as ſoon as the Wedding's over. 

08. Viletta. 

Fil. Sir, ſhe ſays in ſhort, ſhe can't poſſibly ſpeak wich 
you now, for ſhe is juſt going to be marry'd. 

O. Death! Daggers! Blood! Confuſion and ten 
thouſand Furies ! 

Fil. Hey day! What's all this for? 

Ock. My Brains are turn'd, Filetta. 

Fil. Ay, by my Troth, ſo one wou'd think, if one 
mu d but believe you had any at all; if you have three 
Grains, I'm ſure you can't but know her Compliance 
wich this Match, muſt give her a little Liberty; and 

| can 
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can you ſuppoſe: ſhe'd deſire to ſee you an Hour 
it m. did — n to make uſe of it? — 

Oct. Uſe of it! death! when the Wedding's over? 

Fil. Dear Sir, but the Bedding won't be over, and! 
preſume tliat's the Ceremony you have a mind to be 
matter of. 

OX. Don't flatter me, Viletta. 

Vil. Faith, Sir, I'll be very plain, you are to me the 
dulleſt Perſon I ever ſaw in my Life; but if you havea 
mind, I'll tell her ye won't coine. 

Od. No, don't ſay to, Viletta. 

Vil. Then pray, Sir, do as ſhe bids you; don't flay 
here to ſpoil your own Sport: You'll have the old Gen- 
tleman come thundring down upon ye by and by, and 
then we ſhall have ye at your ten thouſand Furies 
again t! here's Company, good by t'ye. 

[ Exit Viletta, 


Enter Don Philip, his Sword draxn, and Trappanti. 


Oct. How now what's the meaning of this? 

D. Ph. Come, Sir, there's no retreating now; this you 
mutt jullify. . 

Tra. Sir, I will, and a great deal more: But pray, 
Sir, give me leave to recover my Courage I pro- 
teſt, the Keen Looks of that Inftrument, have quite 
frighted it away. Pray put it up, Sir. 

D. Ph. Nay, to let thee fee I had rather be thy 
Friend than Enemy, I'll bribe thee to be honeſt : Di- 
charge thy Cenſcience like a Man, and Ill engage to 
make thele five, ten Pieces. | 

Enter a Servant. 

Tra. Sir, your Buſineſs will be done effectually. 

D. Ph. Here, Friend! will ye tell your Malter I de- 
fire to ſpeak with him? 

Oc. Don Philip ! | 

D. Ph. Octavio! This is fortunate indeed, — the 
only Flas in the World I wou'd nave wiſh'd to have 
found you in. 


Oc. What's the mattter? 


D. Pb, 
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D. Ph. You'll ſee preſently -- but prithee how ſtands 
Affair with your Miſtreſs ? 

02. The Devil take me if I can tell ye I don't 
know what to make of her; about an Hour ago ſhe 
was for ſcaling Walls to come at me, and this WI. 
we Whip, ſhe's going to marry the Stranger I 
ud you of; nay, conteſſes too, it is witu her 
own Content; and yet begs by all Means tv ice me 
2 ſoon as her Wedding's over. Isn't it very 
pretty ? 

Re-enter a Servant. 

D. Pb. Something gay indeed. 

S&w. Sir, my Matter will wait on you preſently. 

04. But the Plague on't is, my Love cannot bear 
this Jeſting. - Well, now how ſtands your Affair? 
Have you ſeen your Miſtreſs yet? 

D. Ph. No; I can't get Admittance to her. 

02. How o ? 

D. Ph. When I came to pay my Duty here to the 
ad Gentleman 

04. Here! | 

D. Ph. Ay, I found an impudent young Raſcal here 
tefore me, that had taken my Name upon im, robb'd 
ne of my Portmanteau, and by virtue of ſome Papers 
there, knew all my Concerns to a Tittle; he has told 
2plauſible Tale to her Father, fac'd him down that I'm 
n Impoſtor, and, if I don't this Minute prevent him, 
b going to marry the Lady. 

08. Death! and Hell! ( afede. ) 
Vhat fort of Fellow was this Raſcal ? 

D. Ph. A little pert Coxcomb ; by his Impudence 
ad Dreſs, I gueſs him to be ſome Ferch Page. 

08. A white Wig, red Coat | 

D. Ph. Right, the very Picture of the little E nel;jp 
lun we knew at Paris. 

02. Confuſion! my Friend, at laſt, my Rival 
n — Yet hold! my Rival is my Friend, he owns 

has not ſeen her yet ( afide } 

D D. PG. 
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D. Ph. You ſeem concern'd. 
O#. Undone for ever, unleſs dear Phi/i's ſtill my 
| Friend. ; 
| D. Ph. What's the Matter ? 
| Ock. Be generous, and tell me: Have I ever ye 
deſerv'd your Friendſhip ? 
f D. Ph. I hope my Actions have confeſs'd it. 
Oct. Forgive my Fears, and ſince tis impoſſible 
you can feel the Pain of loving her you are engag 
to marry, not having (as you own) yet ever ſeen her, 
let me conjure ye, by all the Ties of Honour, Friend. | » 
Nip and Pity, never to attempt her more. 
D. Ph. You amaze me! 
OX. Tis the fame dear Creature I ſo paſſionately | 
Coat on. ur 
D. Ph. It poſſible? Nay, then be eaſy in ty | pu 
Thoughts, Octavio; and now I dare confeſs the Folly | mi 
of my own : I'm not ſorry thour't my Rival here. In | wt 
ſpight of all my weak Philoſophy, I muſt own te | fy 
ſecret Wiſhes of my Soul are ſtill Hypolzza's. —- I | 
know not why, but yet methinks the unaccountable Re- | de: 


— . . ov» » ze .. 


pulſes I have met with here, look like an Omen of fone 
new, tho” far diſtant, Hope of her. -— I can't hely 
thinking that my Fortune ſtill refolves, *iſpight of her 


Cruelty, to make me one Day happy. be 
OZ. Quit but Nera, I'il engage the ſhale | ( 
yours. 1 
D. Ph. Not only that, but will aſſiſt you with ny ny 


Life to gain her: I ſhall eaſily excuſe myſelf to | ( 
Father, for not marrying the Miſtreſs of my dear! | ger 
Friend. the 

O. Dear Philip, let me embrace xe: — But he I 
ſhall we manage the Raſcal of an Impoſtor ? Suppck | © 
you run immediately, and ſwear the Robbery again} : 
him? 

D. Ph. I was juſt going about it, but my accident 
meeting with this Fellow has luckily prevented mt — 
who, you muſt know, has been chief Engineer oy D 


— — 
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Contrivance againſt me; but between Threats, Bribes, 
and Promiſes, has conteſo'd the whole Roguery, and i; 
now ready to {wear it againtt him: So, becauſe I un- 
drftand the Spark is very near his Marriage, I thought 
this would be the beit and ſooneit way to detect him. 

Od. That's right ! the lealt Delay might have loft 
all; beſides, I am here to ſtrengthen his Evidence, for 
[can ſwear that you are the true Don Phi/jp. 

D. Ph. Right! 

Tre. Sir, with humble Submiſſion, that will be quite 


2 Why ſo ? 

Tr. Becauſe, Sir, the old Gentleman is ſubſtantially 
convinc'd that tis you who have put Don Philip 
upon laying this pretended Claim to his Daughter, 
purely to defer the Marriage, that in the mean time you 
might get an Opportunity to run away with her, for 
which Reaſon, Sir, you'll find your Evidence will but 
fy in your Face, and haſten the Match with your Rival. 

D. Ph. Ha ! there's Reaſon in that — All your En- 
devours will but contirm his Jealouty of me. 

08. What would you have me do; 

Tra. Don't appear at the Trial, Sir. 

D. Ph. By no means; rather wait a little in the Strect : 
le within call, and leave the Management to me. 

02. Be careful, dear Philip. 

D. Ph. I always uſed to be more fortunate in ſerving 
my Friend than my ſelf. 

Oc. But hark ye ! Here lives an Alguazile at the 


wxt Houſe, ſuppoſe I ſhould fend him to you, to ſecure 


the Spark in the mean time? 
D. Ph. Do ſo: We muſt not loſe a Moment. 
02. I won't ſtir from the Door. 
D. Ph. You'll ſoon hear of me; away. [Ex Oct. 
Tra. So, now I have divided the Enemy, mere can 
te no great Danger if it flould come to a Bil. 
— Baſta ! here comcs our Party. 
D. Pb. Stand aſide till } call tor cu. 
D 2 f 


Pr. . 
* Tra. 7#tiy 
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Enter Don Manuel. | 

D. Ma. Well, Sir! What Service have you to com 
mand me now, pray ? 

D. Ph. Now, Sir, I hope my Credit will ftand 3 
little fairer with you ; all I beg is but your patien 
Hearing. 

D. NI. Well, Sir, you ſhall have it — But then! 
muſt beg one Favour of you too, which is, to make 
the Buſineſs as ſhort as you can; for, to tell ye the 
truth, I am not very willing to have any fartherTrouble 
«bout it. 

D. Ph. Sir, if I don't now convince you of your 
Error, believe and uſe me like a Villaiy: In the mem 
time, Sir, I hope you'll think of a proper Puniſhment 
for the merry Gentleman that hath impos'd upon you. 

D. M. With all my heart, I'll leave him to thy 
Aercy : Here he comes, bring him to a Trial as foo 
as you pleaſe. 

Enter Flora and Hypolita. 

Fb. So! Tratfanti has ſucceeded, he's come without 
the Officers. {to Hyp. 

Hep. Hearing, Sir, you were below, I didn't care to 
diſturb the Family, by putting the Officers to the trouble 
of 2 needleſs Search; let me fee your Warrant, Tu 
ready to obey it. | 

D. M. Ay, where's your Officer ? 


Fl. I thought to have ſeen him march in State, with 


aAlguazile before him. | 

D. Ph. I was afraid, Sir, upon ſecond Thought, 
your Buſineſs wou'd not ftay for a Warrant, tho' 'ts 
poſſible I may provide you, for I think this Genti 
man's a Magiſtrate : in the mean time O! here, 
{ have prevailed with an Alguazile to wait upon Ye. 

Euter Alguaxile. 

Ale. Did you ſent for me, Sir? 

D. Ph. Ay, ſecure that Gentleman. 

D. Ma. Hold! hold Sir! all things in order: 
this Genzleman is yet my Gueſt, let me be furt 2 
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inted with his Crime, and then I ſhall better know 
tow he deſerves to be treated: And, that we may have 
10 hard Words upon one another, if you pleaſe, Sir, 
let me firlt tall: with you in private. (They auer. 
. Undone ! that Foo! Trappinti, or that Villain, 
[know not which, has at leait miſtaken or betray d 
ne! Ruin'd, pait Redemption ! 
Fh. Our Affairs, methinks, begin to look with a 
indifferent Face — Ila! the old Don ſeems fur- 
prized I don't like that -— What thall we do ? 
Hy. I am at my Wits End. 2 
F. Then we mult either confeſs, or to Gaol, that's 
tive. 


tp. Dil rather ſtarve there than be diſcovered: 


Should he at laſt marry with Ro/ara, we very Shame 
of this Attempt would kill me. 

Fl. Death ! whit Uve menn that hanging Tonk were 
enongh to conhrm a Sutpicion 3 bear up, tor Shams 

Hp. Impoilibie ! I am dajird, confounded ; it thou 
kit any Courage left, ſhew it quickly: go, ſpeak be- 
fore my Fears betray me. [ Afade. 

D. M. If you can make this appear by any Witneſs, 
vr, I confeſs *twil! {urprize me indeed. 

Fh. Ay, Sir; it you have any Witneſſes, we defire 
you'd produce *em. - : 

D. Ph. Sir, I havea Witneſs at your Seryice, and 
a ſubſtantial one. Hey ! Trappanti / 

; Enter Trappanti. 
Now, Sir, what think ye ? 

th. Ha! the Rogue winks -— Then there's Life 
gun. ¶ Aide] Is this your Witneſs, Sir ? 

D. Ph. Yes, Sir, this poor Fellow at laſt, it ſeems, 
happens to be honeit enough to confeſs himſelf a Rogue, 
ad your Accomplice. 

Hp. Ha! ha! 

D. Pb. Ha! * You are very merry, Sir. 
D. Ma. Nay, there's a Jeit between ye, that's cer- 


un — But come, Friend, what ſay you to the Bu- 


D 3 ſineſs ? 
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W >. Have ye any Proof to offer upon Oath, that thi 


Gentleman is the true Don Philip, and conſequently 
this other an Impoſtor ? 

D. PH. Speik boldly. | 

Treo. Ay, Sir, but thall T come to no Harm if I d 
{pee ? 

D. Al. Let it be the Truth, and I'll protect thee, 

Tra. Are you ſure I ſhall be ſaſe, Sir? 

D. Ma. Vil givethee my Word of Honour; ſpeak 
boldly to the Queſtion. | 

Tra. Well, Sir, fince I mwlt ſpeak, then, in the fr 
place, I defire your Honour would be pleaſed to com- 
mand the Officer to {ſecure mat Gentleman, 

D. Ma. How, Friend! 

D. Ph. Secure me, Raſcal ! 

Tra. Sir, if I can't be protected, I ſhall never be 
able to ſpeak. . 

D. Ma. I warrant thez —— What is it you fay, 
Friend ? 

Tra. Sir, As ] was juſt now croſſing the Street, thi 
Gentleman, with a Sneer in his Face, takes me by the 
Hands, claps five Piſtoles in my Palm (here they are) 
ſhuts my Filt cloſe upon em, My dean Friend, fays he, 
ou muſt do me a Piece of Service: Upon which, Sit, 
bows me him to the Ground, and detir'd him to open 
his Caſe. 

D. Ph. What means the Raſcal '! 

D. Ma. Sir, I am as much amaz'd as you ; but pray 
let's hear him, that we may know his Meaning. 

Tra. So, Sir, upon this he runs me over a long Story 
of a Sham and a Flam he had juſt contriv'd, he fad, 
to defer my Maſler's Marriage only for two Days. 

D. Ph. Confuſion ! 

Flo. Nay, pray, Sir, let's hear the Evidence. 

Tra. Upon the clole of the matter, Sir, I found 
laſt by his Eloquence, that the whole Bufineſs dependel 
upon my bearing a little Falſe-witneſs againſt = 
Rlaſter | 

By. 
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Tra. Upon this, Sir, I began to demurr : Sir, ſays 
[, this Buſineis will never hold W ater ; don't let r1- 
undertake it, I nut beg your Pardon; gave hin the 
Negative Slirug, and was for {ncaking off with ths 
Fees in my Pocket. 

D. Ma. Very well! 

D. Ph. Viikun ! 

Fi. and Hip. Ha ! ha! ha! 

ſe. Upon this, Sir, he catches me faſt hold by the 
Collar, whips out his Poker, claps it within halt an 


Inch of my Guts: !vow, Dog ! fays he, you thall do 


x, or within two Hours ſtink upon the Dunghill you 
came from. 

D. Ph. Sir, if there be any Faith in mortal lan '! 

D. Ma. Nay, nay, nay, one at a time, you ſhall be 
heard preſently : Go on, Friend. 

Tra. Having me at this Advantage, Sir, I began to 
think my Wit would do me more Service than my 

3 ſo prudently pretended out of Fear to com 
ply with his Threats, and ſwallow the Perjury : But 
now, Sir, being under Protection, and at Liberty ot 
Conſcience, I have Honeſty enough, you ſec, to tel) 
you the whole Truth of the Matter. 

D. Ma. Ay! this is Evidence indeed! 

Onn. Ha! ha! ha! 

D. Ph. Dog ! Villain! Did not you confeſs to me, 
that this Gentleman pick'd you up not three Hours ag, 
at the ſame Inn where I alighted ? That he had own'd 
lis ſtealing my Portmanteau at Toledo ? That if he ſuc- 
ceded to marry the Lady, you were to have a conſider- 
able Sum for your Pains, and theſe two were to ſhare 
the reſt of her Fortune between 'cm ? 

Tra, O lud! O lud! Sir, as I hope to die in my 
bed, theſe are the very Words; he threaten'd to ſtab me 
if I wou'dn't ſwear againſt my Maſter — 1 told him 
it firſt, Sir, I was not fit for his Buſineſs, I was never 
good at a Lye in my Life. 
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Alg. Nay, Sir, I ſaw this Gentleman's Sword at his 
Breaſt out of my Window. 

Tra. Look ye there, Sir! 

D. Ph. Damnation ! 

Omn. Ha! ha | ha! 

D. Ma. Really, my Friend, thou'rt almoſt turm'd 
Fool in this Buſineſs : If thou hadſt prevail'd upon this 
Wretch to perjure himſelf, could'ſt thou think I ſhould 
not have detected him? But, poor Man ! you were 2 
little hard put to't indeed; any Shift was better than 
none, it ſeems : You knew twould not be long to the 
Wedding. You may go, Friend. [ Exit Alguazile. 

Fh. Ha ! ha! 

D. Ph. Sir, by my eternal Hopes of Peace and Hay. 


pineſs, you'reImpos'd on: If you proceed thus raſhly, 


your Daughter is inevitably ruin'd. If what I've fail 
ben't true in Fact, as Hell or he is falſe, may Heaven 
brand me with the ſevereſt Marks of Perjury. Deſer 
the Marriage but an Hour. 

D. Ma. Ay, and in half that time, I ſuppoſe, you 
are in hopes to defer it for altogether. 

D. Ph. Perdition ſeize me, if 1 have any Hope or 
Thought, but that of ſerving you. 

D. Ma. Navy, now thou art a down-right diſtracted 
Min Dott thou expect I ſhould take thy bare Word, 
when here were two horeit Fellows that have juſt prov'd 
thee in a Lye to thy Face? 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser. Sir, the Prieſt is come. | 

D. da. Is he ſo? Ihen, Sir, if you pleaſe, ſince 
you ſce you can do me no farther Service, I believe it 


may be time for you to go. -—— Come, Son, now let's 
wait upon the Bride, and put an End to this Gentle- 
man's Trouble for altogether. [ Exit D. Man. 


Arp. Sir, Vil wait on ye. 
D. Ph. Confuſion! I've undone my Friend. 
[Vallis aba. 
Fb. Cafe.] Paranti! Rogue, this was a Maſter 
piece. | Tra. 


ſure of his Miſtreſs 
that | 
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Tra. [afide.] Sir, I believe it won't be mended in 

hakte [Ex Flo. ard Tra. 
Sir. 


D. Ph. Ha ! alone! if we're not prevented now, 
a., Sir. 

Hp. I ſuppoſe you don't think the Favours you have 
deſign'd me are to be put up without Satisfaction; 
therefore I ſhall expect to fee you early To-morrow 
near the Prado, with your Sword in your Hand: In 
the mean time, Sir, I'm a little more in haſte to be the 
Lady's humble Servant than yours. [ Going. 

D. Ph. Hold, Sir ! —— you and I can't part upon 
fuch eaſy Terms! 3 


Hyp. Sir! 
D. Pb. You're not ſo near the Lady, Sir, perhap- 
as you imagine [D. Ph. L. A the Deer. 


Hp. What d'ye mean ? 

D. Ph. Speak ſotily. 

Hyp. Ha ! 

D. Pb. Come, Sir, — draw. 

Hp. My Ruin now has caught me; my Plots are 
yet unripe for Execution, I mult not, dare not let him 
know me, till I'm fare at leait he cannot be another?s--- 
This was the very Spite of Fortune. [-u. 

D. Ph. Come, Sir, my Time's but ſhort. 

Hy. And mine*s too precious to be loſt on any thing 
but Love ; beſides this is no proper Place. 

D. Ph, O! we'll make ikift with it. 

Hp. To-morrow, Sir, I ſhall find a better. 

D. Pb. No, now Sir, if you pleaſe Draw, VA- 
kin, or expect ſuch Uiage as I'm fure Don PI 
would not bear. 

thy. A Lover, Sir, may bear any thing to make 
You know it is not Fcar 


ms 


D. Ph. No Evaſions, Sir; either this Moment con- 


ls your Viliainy, your Name, and Fortune, or expect 
no Mercy, 
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Hy. Nay, then -— within there 

D. Ph. Move but a Step, or dare to raiſe thy Voice 
beyond a Whiſper, this Minute is thy laſt. 

LSei ces her, and holds his Sword to her Brea, 

Hyp. Sir! [Tremblog, 

D. Ph. Villain ! be quick, confeſs, or —<—. 

Hip. Hold, Sir — I own I dare not fight with 
you. - 

D. Ph. No, I fee thou art too poor a Villain — 
therefore be ſpeedy, as thou hopeſt Pl] ſpare thy Life, 

Hyp. Give me but a Moment's Reſpite, Sir. 

D. Ph. Dog! Do ye trifle ? 

Hp. Nay then, Sir, — Mercy, Mercy! 

[ Throws herſelf at his Feet, 
And, ſince I muſt confeſs, have pity on my Youth, haye 
pity on my Love ! 

D. Ph. Thy Love ! What art thou? Speak. 

Hp. Unlets your generous Compaſſion ſpares me, 
ſure the moſt wretched Youth that ever felt the Pangs 
and Torments of a ſucceſsleſs Paſſion. 

D. Ph. Art thou indeed a Lover then ? —= tell me 
thy Condition. 

He. Sir, I confeſs my Forture's much inferior to 
my Pretences in this Lady, tho' indeed I'm born a Gen- 
teman, and, bating this Attempt againſt you, which 
even the laſt Extremities of a ruin'd Love have forc'd 
me to, ne'er yet was guilty of a Deed or Thought that 
could cebaſe my Birth : But if you knew the Torments 
| have born from her diſdainful Pride; the anxious 
Days, the long-watch'd Winter Nights I have endur'd, 
to gain of her perhaps at laſt a cold relentleſs Look, 
indeed you'd pity me: My Heart was fo entirely ſub- 
dued, the more ſhe lighted me, the more I lov'd; and 
as my Pains encreas'd, grew farther from Cure: Her 
Beauty Bruck me with that ſubmiffive .\we, that when 
{ dar'd to ſpenk, my Words and Looks were ſofter than 
an Infant's Bluſhes; yet all theſe Pangs of my perſiſling 
Vallon {tl were vain; nor Showers of Tears, not 


4 Storms 


le 


e 


r > \Fw—_ST 
= 0 a6 


cw ag 5 5 = RR. 


Le Wou'p, aud She Wou'p Nor. 53 


ctorms of Sighs, could melt or move the frozen Hard- 
nefs of her dead Compaſſion. 

D. Ph. How very ndr my Condition! Lille. 

Hyp. But yet, ſo ſubtle is the Flame of Love, Ipight 
of her Cruelty, I nouriſted full a ſecret living Hope; 
till hearing, Sir, at lait ic was deſign'd your Bride, 
Deſpair compell'd me to this buid Attempt of per- 
ſonating you: Her Father knew not me, or my un- 
happy Love; 1 knew too you nc'er had ſeen her Face, 
and therefore hop'd, when I ſhould offer to repair with 
mice the Worth the Value, Sir, I robb'd yuu of, beg- 
ing thus low for your Forgiveneſs; I tay, 1 hop'd at 
leut your generous Heart, if ever it was touch'd like 
mine, would pity my Diſtreſs, and pardon the neceſſicited 
Wrong. | 

D. Ph. Is' t poſſible? haſt thou then low dt this un- 
ſortunate Degree? 

Hp. Unſortunate indeed, if you are ſtill my Rival. 
dir: But were you not, I'm ſure you'd pity me. 

D. Ph. Nay, then I mult forgive thee [N ber. 
For I have known too well the Nliiery not to pity —. 
any thing in Love. 

Hrp. Have vou, Sir, been unhappy there? 

D. Ph. Oh ! thou haſt prob'd a V/ ound that Time 
or Art can never heal. 

Hyp. O joyiul Sound! — Ali.] Cheriſl. that gene- 
tous Ihouglit, and hope from my Succeſs, your NI. 
lreſs, or your Fate, may make you b'eit like me 

D. Ph. Yet hold —- nor flatter tuy fond Hopes too 
fr: For tho' I pity and forgive thee, yet ] am bound 
in Honour to aſhit thy Love no farther than the J uſtice 
of thy Cauic permics. 

Hp. What mean you, Sir ? 

D. Ph. You muit deler your Marriage wich thts 
Lady. 5 

Hy. Defer it ! Sir, I hope it is not her „on love! 

D. Ph. I have a ncareſt Friend, tat: betov'd, and 
loves her with an equal Flame to Nod 3 to 1112 MV 

D © Friend 
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Friendſhip will oblige me to be juſt, and yet in pity of 
thy Fortune, thus far I'll be a Friend to thee ; give up 
thy Title to the Lady's Breath, and if her Choice pro. 
nounces thee the Man, I here aſſure thee on my Henour 
to reſign my Claim, and, not more partial to my Friend 
than thee, promote thy Happineſs. 

Hyp. Alas, Sir ! this is no Relief, but certain Ruin: 
I am too well aſſur'd the loves your Friend. 

D. Ph. Then you confeſs his Claim the fairer: Her 
loving him, is a Proof that he deſerves her; if fo, you 
are bound in Honour to reſign her. 

My. Alas, Sir! Women have fantaſtick Taſtes, that 
love they know not what, and hate they know not 
why; elſe, Sir, why are you unfortunate ? 

D. Th. I am unfortunate, but would rather die ſo, 
than owe my Happineſs to any Help but an enduring 
Love. 

Hyp. But, Sir, I have endured you ſee, in vain.— 

D. Ph. If thou'dſt not have me think thy Story 
falſe, thy ſoft Pretence of Love a Cheat to melt me 
into Pity, and evade my Juftice, yield; ſubmit thy 
Paſſion ty its Aſerit, and own I have propoſed thee like 
a Friend. 

Hyp. Sir, on my Knees. 

D. Ph. Expect no more from me; either comply this 
Moment, or my Sword fhall force thee. 

Hyp. Conſider, Sir. 


D. Ph. Nay, then diſcover quick! Tell me thy 


Name and Family. 
Hyp. Hold, Sir -— — 
D. Ph. Speak, or thou dieft. [a Noiſe at the Dur. 
Hyp. Sir, I will Ha! they are entcring — O! 
for a Moment's Courage ! Come on, Sir. 

She breaks from him, and draws, retiring till Don 
Manuel, Flora, Trappanti, uvith Servants, rub 
in, and part em. 

D. Ma. Knock him down |! 
Flo. Part em 


thp- 
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Hp. Away Raſcal ! [To I rap. aubo hold: her, 

Ta. Hold, Sir, Dear Sir, ho.d ! yo. have given 
him enough. 

Hy. Dog! let me go, or I'll cut away thy Hold. 

D. Ma. Nay, dear Son, hold; we'il find a better 

Hp. Pray, Sir, give me way — a Villain, to aſſault 
ne in the very Moment of my Happinels ! [Cg 

D. Pb. By Heaven, Sir, he this Moment has con 


fd his Villainy, and beg'd my Pardon upon his 
Knees. 


thp. D'ye hear him, Sir? I beg you let me go, 
this is beyond bearing. 
D. Ph. Ihou lieſt, Villain; "tis thy Fear that holds 


thee. 
Hp. Ah! Let me go, I fay. 
Pa. Help, ho! I'm not able to hold him. 
D. Ma. Force him out of the Room there ; call an 
Officer; in the mean time 1lecure him in the Cellar. 
D. Ph. Hear me but one Word, Sir. 
D. Ma. Stop his Mouth —- out with him. 
[ They hurry him eff. 
— Come, Dear Son, be paciſy'd. 
Hyp. A Villain! | | walking in a Heat. 
Flo. Why ſnhou'd he be concern'd, now he's ſecure ? 
duch a Raſcal would but contaminate the Sword of a 
Man of Honour. 
D. Ma. Ay, Son, leave him to me, and the Law. 
Hp. I am torry, Sir, ſach a Fellow ſhould have it in 
his Power to difturb me But 
Enter Roſara. 
D. Ma. Look! Here's my Daughter in a Fright to 
ſe for you. 
Hip. Then I'm compoſed again [runs to Roſara. 
Reſ. I heard fighting here! I hope you are not 
wounded, Sir ? 
Hy. I have no Wound but what the Prieſt can heal. 
D. Ma. Ah! Well ſaid, my little Champion! 
Hy. 
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Hyp. Oh, Madam ! I have ſuch a terrible Eſcape to 
tell you ! 

85 Truly, I begin to be afraid I ould loſe my 
little Husband. 

Hyp. Husband, quoth-a. Get me but once ſafe ou: 
of theſe Breeches, if ever I wear em again 

D. Ma. Come, come Children; the Prieft ſtays for us. 

Hyp. Sir, we wait on you. [ Exeur, 


The End F the Fourth Act. 
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Th? SCENE continues. 


Enter Trappanti, aue. 


Trap. HAT, in the Name of Roguery, cn 

this new Matter of mine be ? He's either 
a Fool, or bewitch'd, that's poſitive — Firſt, he 
gives me fifty Pieces for helping him to marry the Lady; 
and, as ſoon as the Wedding is over, claps me twenty 
more into the other Hand, to help him to get rid of 
her. - Nay, not only that, but gives me a find 
Charge to obſerve his Directions in being Evidence 
againit him, as an Impoſtor, to refund all the Lies! 
have told in his Service, to ſweep him clear out of my 
Conſcience, and now to ſwear the Robbery againſt him 
What the Bottom of this can be, I mult conleſs, does 
little puzzle my Wit. -- —— There's but one way in 
the World I can folve it He mult certainly 


have ſome ſecret Reaſon to hang himſelf, that he's 
aſham'd to own, and ſo was reſolv'd firſt to be marry'd, 

that his Friends might not wonder at the Occaſion. But 
here he comes with his Nooſe in his Hand. 


Enter 
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Enter Hyppolita and Rofara. 
Hy. Trappanti, go to Don Pedro, he has Buſineſs 
with ou. 
Tra. Yes, Sir. [Exit Tra. 
Ref, Who's Don Pedro, pray? 
Hip. Flora, Madam; he knows her yet by no other 


Name. 

Ref. Well! if Don Philip does not think you deſerve 
him, I am afraid he won't find another Woman that 
will have him in haſte --—— But this laſt Eſcape of 
your's was ſuch a Maſter- piece! 

Hp. Nay, I confeſs, between Fear and Shame, 1 
would have given my Lite for a Ducat. 

Re. Tho' I wonder when you perceiv'd him fo ſen- 
ily touch'd with his old Paſſion, how you had Patience 
to conceal your {elf any longer. 

Hp. Indeed I could not eaſily ha” reſiſted it, but that 
[ knew, if I had been diſcover'd before my Marriage 
with you, your Father be ſure wou'd have inſiſted then 
pon his Contract with him, which I did not know how 
far Don Philip might be carry'd in point of Honour to 
keep : I knew too, his retuting it would but the more 
incenſe the old Gentleman againſt my Brother's Happi- 
nefs with you; and I found my telt oblig'd in Gratitude, 
not to build my own upon the Run of yours. 

Re/. This is an Obligation I never cou'd deſerve. _ 

Hp. Your Aiſitance, Niladam, in my Affair, has 
over-paid it. 

Ref. What's become of Don Philip? I hope you 
tave not kept him Priſoner all this while? 

p. Oh ! he'll be releas'd preſently, Flora has her 
Onder—— Where's vour Father, Madam? 

Ref. I faw him go towards his Cloſet ; I believe he's 
gone to fetch you Part of my Fortune he ſeem'd 
n mighty good Humour. 

th. We mult be ſure to keep it up as high as we 
an, that he may be the more ſtunn'd when he falls. 

Ro. With all my Heart; methinks I am * 

WII 
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with the very Spirit of Diſobedience---- Now cou'l ! 
in the Humour I am in, conſent to any Miſchief tha 
would but heartily plague my old Gentleman, for daring 
to be better than his Word to Oᷓmuio. 

But here 


Mp. And it we don't plague him 
he comes. Enter Don Manuel. 

D. Ma. Ah, my little Conqueror ! let me embrace 
thee That ever I ſhould live to fee this Day 
this moſt triumphant Day, this Day of all Days in my 
Lie! 

Hzjp. Ay, and of my Life too, Sir. ¶ Embracing hin, 

D. Ala. Ay, my Cares are over ——-- Now Pie 
nothing to do but to think of the other World; fer 
i've done all my Buſineſs in this: got as many Children 
as I cou'd, and now I'm grown old, have ſet a young 
Couple to work, that will do it better, 


Hip. 1 warrant ye, Sir, you'll ſoon ſee whether your | 


Daughter has marry'd a Man or no. 

D. Ma. Ah! well ſazd; and, that you may never 
be out of Iilumour with your Buſineſs, look you here, 
Children, I have brought you ſome Eaubles that will 
make you merry as long as you live; Iwelve tiiouſand 
Piſtoles are the leaſt Value of em; and the reſt of your 
Fortune ſhall be paid in the bett Barbary Gold 1 o-mor- 
row Morning. 

p. Ay, Sir, this is ſpeaking like a Father! this 
Encouragement indeed! 

D. Ala. Much good may do thy Heart and Soul with 
'em - and Heaven bleſs you together Tie 


had a great deal of Cale and 1 rouble to bring it abo, 


Children, but thank my Stars, tis over "tis over 
now - - New I miy fleep with my Doors open, 
and never have my Slumbers broken wich the Fear d 

Rogues and t.ivals. 
K. Lou's interrupt Lim, and fee how far bis Hu- 
mour will carry him. [7 hyp. 
D. Ala. But there is no Joy laſting in tws Would, 
we mutt all die when we have done our beſt, _ „er 
ater, 
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later, Old or Young, Prince or Peaſant, High or Low, 
Kings, Lords, and Common-Whores, muſt die: 
Nothing certain; we are forc'd to buy one Comfort 
with the Loſs of another. Now I've marry'd my 
Child, I've loſt my Companion I've parted with 
ny Girl----Her Heart's gone another way now----She'll 
forget her old Father -- -- I ſhall never have her wake 
me more, like a cheerful Lark, with her pretcy Songs in 
1 Morning ----- I ſhall have no body to chat at Dinner 
with me now, or take up a Godly Book, and read me 
tw Sleep in an Afternoon. Ah! thele Comforts are all 
ne now. [ Weeps. 
. How very near the Extreme of one Pailion is 
to mother! Now he is tir'd with Joy, till he is down- 
right melancholy. 
Ref. What's the Matter, Sir? 


| D. Ma. Ah! my Child! Now it comes to the Teſt, 


methinks I don't know how to part with thee. 

Reſ. O Sir, we ſhall be better Friends than ever. 

D. Ma. Ch! uk! ſhall we? Wilt thou come and 
ſee the old Man naw and then? Well! Heaven bleis 
thee, give me a Kiſs I mult kiſs thee at parting ; 
de a good Girl, uſe thy Husband well, make an obe- 
dent Wife, and I ſhall die contented. 


He. Die, Sir! Come, come, you have a great while 


to live ---- Hang theſe melancholy Thoughts, they are 
tie worſt Company in the World at a Wedding — 
Conſider, Sir, we are young; if you wou'd oblige 
ws, let us have a little Life and Mirth, a Jubilee to Day, 
at leaſt ; fr your Servants, call in your Neighbours, 
let me ſee your whole Family mad for Joy, Sir. 

D. Ma. Hah ! ſhall we ! ſhall we be merry then ? 

tip. Merry, Sir! Ah! as Beggars at a Feaſt: What! 
ſhall a dull Spa»;/ Cuſtom tel! me, when 1 am the hap- 
peſt Man in the Kingdom, I ſhan't be as mad as I have 
a Mind to? Let ine ice the Face of nothing to-day but 
levels, Friends, Feats, and Muſick, Sir. 

D. Ma. Ah! thou ſhalt have thy Humour ——— 

Thou 
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Thou ſhalt have thy Humour! Hey within ther 
Rogues ! Dogs ! Slaves ! Where are my Raſcals? Ah» 
my Joy flows again --——— I can't bear it. 
E Aer 2 dera Sera nts. 
Serv. Did you call, Sir ? 
D. Ma. Call, Sir! Ay, Sir: What's the Reaſon vou 


are not all out of your Wits, Sir? Don't you know 
that vour young Mutrets is marry'd, Scoundrels ? 


Fir/t Serv. Yes, Sir, and we are all ready to be mad, 


as ſoon as your Honour will pleaic to give any diſtracted 
Orders. 

Hp. You tee, Sir, they only wart a little Encou- 
ragement. 

D. Ma. Ah! there ſhall be nothing wanting this Day! 
if I were ſure to beg for it all my Life atter —— 
Here, Sirrah, Cook ! Look into the Roman Hiſtory, 
ſee what Mark Anthony had for Supper, when Cleopatra 
firſt treated him Cher entire: Rogue, let me have a Re- 
paſt that will be fix times as expenſive and provoking 
— O. 

Second Serv. It ſhall be done, Sir. 

D. Ma. And, d'ye hear? One of ye ſtep to Monſieur 
Vendevin, the King's Butler, for the ſame Wine that 
His Majeſty reſerves for his own Drinking; tell him 
he ſhall have his Price for't. 

Fir Serv. How much will you pleaſe to have, Sir 

D. Ma. Too much, Sir! I'll have every thing upon 
the Outſide of Enough to-day. Go you, Sirrah, rut 
to the Theatre, and detach me a Regiment of Fidlen, 
and Singers, and Dancers; and you, Sir, to my Ne- 
phew Don Luis, give my Service, and bring all bu 
Family along with him. | 

Hyp. Ay, Sir! this is as it ſhould be! now it begin 
to look like a Wedding. | 

D. Ma. Ah! We'll make all the Hair in the Wor 
ſtand an end at our Joy. 

H;p. Here comes Flora --—- Now, Madam, obſere 


your Cue. | 
F ir 


e ! 
h 


Mer 
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Enter Flora. 

Fh. Your Servant, Gentlemen------ J need not will: 
you Joy ---- You have it I ſee------- Don Pil, I muit 
needs ſpeak with you. 

Hip. Pllah ! Frithee dont plague me with Buſinet< 
at ſuch a Time as thig. 

Fl. My Euſineſs won't be deferr'd, Sir. 

Hip. Sir! 

Fh. I ſuppoſe you gueſs it, Sir; and I mult tell you, 
| take it ill it was not done before. 

Hp. What d'ye mean ? 

Flo. Your Ear, Sir. [ they c pe . 

D. Ma. What's the matter now tro ? 

Rof. The Gentleman ſeems very free, methinks. 

D. Ma. Troth, I don't like it. 

Ro. Don't diſturb em, Sir 
all preſently. 

Hp. But what have you done with Don Philip? 

Fb. I drew the Servants out of the way, while he 
made his Eicape ; I ſa him very buſy in the Sreet with 
0awvi and another Gentleman; Trappanti dog'd em, 
and brings me Word they julb now went into the Corr:- 
gidore's in the next Street Therefore, what we 
do, we muſt do quickly; Come, come, put on your 
tohting Face, and ['ll be with 'em preſently. F[afide. 

Hp. [aloud] Sir, I have offer'd you very fair; if 
you don't think ſo, I have marry'd the Lady, and take 
your Courſe. | 

Fh. Sir, our Contract was a full Third; a third 
Part's my Right, and I'll have it, Sir. 

D. Ma. Hay! 

Hyp. Then 1 muſt tell you, Sir, ſince you are pleas'd 
to call it your Right, you ſhall not have it. 

Fh. Not, Sir ? | 

Hy. No, Sir Look ye, don't put on your 
pert Airs to me--- Gad, I ſhall uſe you very ſcurvily. 

Fo. Uſe me !----You little Son of a Whore, draw. 

Dp. Oh ! Sir, I am for you. 

(They fight, and D. Ma. interfoſes.] Ro 


We ſhall know 


$2 She Wov'p, and She Wou'p Nor. 


Roſ. Ah ! Help! Murder! [ruzs owe. 

D. M. Within there! Help! Murder ! Why, Gen 
temen, are ye mad? Pray put up. 

Hyp. A Raſcal ! 

Enter Servants, who part em. 

D. Ma. Friends, and quarrel ! tor S1ame. 

Flo. Friends ! I ſcorn his Friendihip ; and ſince he 
does not Know how to uſe a Gentleman, II do a publick 
Piece of Juitice, and ue him like a Villain. 

Hyp. Let me go. 

D. Ma. Better Words, Sir. [To Flora. 

Fl. Why, Sir, d'ye take this Fellow for Don Philig? 

D. Ma. What d'ye mean, Sir? 

Flo. That he has cheated me as well as you----- But 
Til have my Revenge immediately. [ Exit Flora, 

Hyp. «vai about, and D. Ma. fares. 

D. Ma: Hay! what's all this? What is it 
N Heart miſgives me. 

Ep. Hey | who waits there? Here, you! (i a Ser- 
vant ) Bid my Servant run, and hire me a Coach and 
four Horſes immediately. Serv. Yes, Sir. [Ex. Ser. 

D. Ma. A Coach! 

Enter Viletta. 

Vil. Sir, Sir! — bleſs me ! What's the Matter, Sir 
Are not you well ? 

D. Ma. Yes, yes,---- I am---- that is---- ha! 

71. I have brought you a Letter, Sir. 

D. Ma. What Buſineſs can he have for a Coach ? 

Fil. I have brought you a Letter, Sir, from Odavis. 

D. Ma. To me? 

Fil. No, Sir, to my Miſtreſs he charg'd me to 
deliver it immediately; for he ſaid it concern d her Life 
and Fortune. : 

D. Ma. How! Let's ſee it----There's what I promis d 
thee---- be gone. What can this be now ? [ Read, 

The Perſon whom your Father ignorantly defigns you t 

narry, is a known Cheat, and an Impoſtar ; the trut 
Da Philip, abe is mh intimate Friend, auill immediatth 
appear 


Q 
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appear with the Corrigidore, and freſh Evidence againff 
him. I thought this Advice, the from one you hate, 
avould be acell receid d if it came li ne enough to pre- 
went your Ruin. OCTAVIO. 
0, my Heart! This Letter was not deſign'd to fall into 
my Hands---- I am frighted---- I dare not think on't. 
_ "Re-enterthe Servant. 

Serv. Sir, your Man is not within. 

a ſs Raſcal! to be out of the way when my 
Life's at Stake----- Prithee do thou go and ſee if thuu 
canſt get me any Poti-Horſes. 

D. Ma. Poſt-Horles ! 

Enter Roſara. 

Roſ. O dear Sir, what was the Matter ? 

D. Ma. Hay ! 

Roſ. What made em quarre!, Sir? 

D. Ma. Child ! 

Roſ. What was it about, Sir? You look concern'd, 

D. Ma. Concern' ! 

Ref. I hope you are not hurt, Sir, [Lo Hyp. who mind's 
ber not] What's the Matter with him, Sir? he 
won't ſpeak to me. [zo D. la.] 

D. Ma. ----a----ſpeak ! ----a---- go to him again----- 
try what fair Words will do, and ſee if you can pick 


| out the Meaning of all this. 


Ref. Dear Sir, what's the Matter? L- Hyp. 
D. Ma. Ay, Sir, pray what's the Matter ? 
Hy. I'm a little vex'd at my Servant's being out of 
the way, and the Inſolence of this other Kaſcal. 
137 Ma. But what Occaſion have you for Poſt-Horſes, 
Hy. Something happens a little croſs, Sir. 
D. Ma. Pray what 1»t ? 
Hp. Pl tell you another time, Sir. 
D. Ma. Another time, Sir,----- pray fatisfy me now. 
thp. Lord, Sir, when you ſee a Man's out of Humour. 
D. Ma. Sir, it may be I'm as much out of Humour as 
voa; and I muſt tell ye, I don't like your Behavfour, and 
Im reſoly'd to be ſatisfy d. 4 Hyp. 


—_ 
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Hyp. Sir, what is't you'd have? [peevifhy, 

D. Ma. Look ye, Sir in ſhort----I--— I have m. 
ceiv'd a Letter. 

Hyp. Well, Sir. 

D. Ma. 1 wiſh it may be well, Sir. 

Hyp. Bleſs, me, Sir! What's the Matter with you; 

D. Ma. Nlatter, Sir! — in troth I'm almoſt afraid n 
aſham'd to tell ye ; — but, if you mult needs know. 
there's the Matter, Sir. Ges the "a 

Enter Don Luis. 

D. Lu. Uncle, I am your humble Servant. 

D. Ma. I am glad to ſee you, Nephew. 

D. I. I recciv'd your Invitation, and am come to 
pay my Duty : But here I met with the molt ſurpriſing 
News ? 

D. Ma. Pray what is it? 

D. Lu. Why, firſt your Servant told me, my young 
Couſin was to be marry'd to Day to Don Philip de la 
Torres, and juſt as I was entering your Doors, who ſhould 
meet but Don Philip, with the Corrigidore, and ſeveral 
Witneſſes, to prove, it ſeems, That the Perſon whom you 
were jult going to marry my Couſin to, has uſurp'd his 
Name, betray d you, robb'd him, and is in ſhort a rank 
Impoltor. 

Ih. So! now its come home to him. 

D. Ma. Dear Nephew, don't torture me: Are ye 
ſure you know Don Philip when you ſee him? 

D. Lu. Know him, Sir! Were not we School-Fe. 
lows, Fellow-Collegians, and Fellow-Travellers ? 

D. Ma. But are you ſure you may'nt have forgot hin 
neither ? 

D. Lu. You might as well ask me if I had not forgat 
you, Sir. 

D. Ma. But one Queſtion more, and I am dumb for 
ever Is that he ? * 

D. La. That, Sir! No, nor in the leaſt like him. 
But pray why this Concern ? I hope we are not come 
too late to prevent the Marriage 


D. Ms, 
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D. Ma. Oh! Oh! O! O! my poor Child! 
Ref. Oh [Seems to faint, 
Euter V iletta. 

Jil. What's the Matter, Sir? 

D. Ma. Ah! Look to my Child. 

D. Lu. Is this tne V illain then that has impos'd on you? 

Hip. Sir, I'm this Lady's Husband, and while I'm ture 
hat Name can't be taken from me, I ſhall be contented 
with laughing at any other youor yourParty dare give me. 

D. Ma. Oh! = 

D. Lu. Nay then, within there ! ------ fuch a Villain 
ought to be made an Example. 

Enter Corrigidore and Officers, with Don Philip, 

Octavio, Flora, ard Trappanti. 
O Gentlemen, we're undone ! all comes too late ! my 

r Couſin's marry'd to the Impoitor, 

D. Ph. How ! 

02. Confuſion! 

D. Ma. O! O | 

D. Ph. That's the Perſon, Sir, and I demand rourJufktice, 

08. And I. 

Fl. And all of us. . 

D. Ma. Will my Cares never be over ? 

Corr. Well, Gentlemen, let me rightly underſtand 
what *tis you charge him with, and I'll commit him 
immediately. Firſt, Sir, you ſay, theſe Gentlemen 
al know you to be the true Don PH 

D. Lz. That, Sir, I preſume, my Oath will prove. 

Oct. Or mine. 

Fh. And mine. 

Tra. Ay, and mine too, Sir. 

D. Ma. Where ſhall I hide this ſhametul Head ? 

Fb. And for the Robbery, that I can prove upon him : 
He confeſs'd to me at Teleds, he ſtole this Gentleman's 
Portmanteau there, to carry on his Deſigu upon this Lady, 
and agreed to give me a I hird part of her Fortune tor 
my Aſſiſtance; which he refuſing to pay as ſoon as the 
Marriage was over, I thought myſelf oblig'd in Honour 
to diſcover him. Hyp. 


. 
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Hyp. Well, Gentlemen, you may inſult me if you 
pleaſe ; but I preſume you'll hardly be able to prove | ke 
that I'm not marry'd to the Lady, or hav'n't the beſt R 
part of her Fortune in my Pocket; fo do your wort: I 
I own my Ingenuity, and am proud on't. H 

D. Ma. Ingenuity, abandon'd Villain !--—- But, Sir, th 
before you ſend him to Gaol, 1 defire he may return the 
Jewels I gave him as part of my Daughter's Portion. 

Corr. That can't be, Sir----- fince he has marry'd the 
Lady, her Fortunc's lawtully his: All we can do, is to 
proſecute him tur robbing this Gentleman. 

D. Ma. O that ever I was born 

Hyp. Return the Jewels, Sir! If you don't pay me 
the reſt of her Fortune To-morrow Morning, you may 
chance to go to Caol before me. 

D. Ma. Othat I were bury'd ! Will my Cares never 
be over ? 

Hyp. They are pretty near it, Sir; you can't have 
much more to trouble you. 

Corr. Come, Sir, if you pleaſe; I muſt defire to 

take your Affidavit in Writing. 
bs [ Goes to the Table auith Flon, 

D. Ph. Now, Sir! you ſee what your own Raſhnels 
has brought ye to: How ſhall I be ar'd at when I gie 
an Account of this to my Father, or your Friends in 
Seville ! You'll be the public!: Jeſt; your Underſtanding, 
or your Folly, will be the Mirth of every Table. 

D. Ma. Pray ſorbear, Sir. 

Hyp. Keep it up, Madam. Lade to Rol. 

RY. Oh Sir ! how wretched have you made me ! | 
this the Care you have taken of me for my blind Obe. 
dience to your Commands? this my Reward for filial 
Duty ? 4 

D. Ma. Ah ! my poor Child 7 

Rof. But L deſerve it all, for ever liſtening to out 7 
barbarous Propoia!, when my Conſcience might have Gen 
told me, my Vows and Peron in Juttice and Honour F 
were the wrong'd OZawit's, 

D. Ma. Oh! Oh! 08. 


hy 
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03. Can ſhe repent her Falthood then at laſt? Lot 

fible ? then I'm wounded too ! O my poor undone 
Reſara! [Goes to her.] Ungrateful ! Cruel! Perjur'd 
Man ! How can'ſt thou bear to fee the Light aicer this 
Heap of Ruin thou halt rais'd, by tearing thus aſunder 
he molt ſolemn Vows of plighted Love? 

D. Ma. Oh!] don't inſult me; I deſerve the worſt you 
an fay.----- I'm a miſerable Wretch, and I repent me. 

08. Repent! Can'ſt thou believe whole Years of 
Sorrow will atone thy Crime? No; groan on, ſigh 
1nd weep away thy Life to come, and when the Stings 
and Horrors of thy Conſcience have laid thy tortur'd 
Body in the Grave----then, then----as thou doit me,---- 
when tis too late, I'll pity thee. 

Vil. So! here's the Lady in Tears, the Lover in Rage, 
the old Gentleman out of his Senſes, moit of the Com- 
pany diſtracted, and the Bridegroom in a fair way to be 
hang'd.----The merrieſt Wedding that ever I ſaw in my 
Life. ; L Hyp. 

Corr. Well, Sir, have you any thing to ſay before I 
make your Warrant? 

Hp. A Word or two, and I obey ye, Sir,----Gentle- 
men, I have reflected on the Folly of my Action, and 
foreſee the Diſquiets I am like to undergo in being this 
Lady's Husband : therefore, as I own mylelf the Au- 
thor of all this ſeeming Ruin and Confuſion, ſo I am 
willing (defiring firſt the Officers may withdraw) to offer 


ſamettung to the general Quiet. 


OG. What can this mean? 
D. Ph. Phaw ! ſome new Contrivance------ Let's be 


D. Lx. Stay a Moment, it can be no Harm to hear 
tim---- Sir, will you oblige us ?: 

Corr. Wait without---- [ Excunt Officers. 

Fil. Wha:'s to be done now, "trow ? 

Tra. Some {mart thing, I warrant ye : The little 
Gentleman hath a notable Head, faith. 

Fh. Navy, Gentlemen, thus much 1 know of him, 

L. tut 
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chat if you can but perſuade him to be honeſt, tis ful 


in his Power to make you all Amends ; and, in my Opi- 
nion, cis high time he thould propoſe it. 

D. Ala. Ay, tis time he were hang'd indeed: For! 
know no other Amends he can make us. 

Hi. Ihen I mult tell you, Sir, I owe you no 
ration; the Injuries Which you complain of, your for. 
did Avarice, and Breach of Promiſe here have jul 
brought upon you: Had you, as you were oblig'd in 
Conicience and in Nature, firit given your Daughter 
with your Heart, ſhe had now been honourably happy, 
and, it any, I the only miſerable Perton here. ; 

D. Lu. He talks Reaſon. | 

D. Ph. I don't think him in the Wrong there indeed. 

Hp. Therefore, Sir, if you are injur'd, you may 
thank your ſelf for it. 

D. Ma. Nay, dear Sir I do confeſs my Blindneſs, 
and cou'd heartily with your Eyes or mine had dropd 


out of our Heads before ever we {aw one another. 


Hyp. Well, Sir, (however little you have deſerv'd it 
yet for your Daughter's fake, if you'll oblige yourſelf, 
by ſigning this Paper, to keep your ſirſt Promiſe, and 
give her, with her tull Fortune, to this Gentleman, I'm 
itill content, on that Condition, to diſannul my own 
Pretences, and reſign her. 

OH. Ha! What ſays he? 

D. Lu. This is ſtrange ! 

D. Ma. Sir, I don't know how to anſwer you: For 
T can never believe you'll have Good-nature enough to 
hang yourſelf out of the way to make Room for him. 

Hyp. Then, Sir, to let you fee I have not only @ 
honeſt Meaning, but an immediate Power too, to make 

good my Word, I firlt renounce all Title to her For 
tane: Theſe Jewels, which I receiv'd from you, Ig 
him free Poſletlion of; and now, Sir, the reſt of 
Fortune you owe him with her Perſon. 

OX. IJ am all Amazement ! 


D. Lu. What can this end in? 
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D. Ph. I am ſurpriz'd indeed ! 

D. Ma. This is unaccountable, I muſt confeſs----- 
But fill, Sir, if you ditannul your Pretences, how you'll 

rſuade that Gentleman, to whom I am oblig'd in Con- 
tra, to part with his- 

D. PY. That, Sir, ſhall be no Lett: I am too well 
acquainted with the Virtue of my Friend's Title, to 
entertain a Thought that can diſturb it. 

Hy. Then my Fears are over. [aue] Now, Sir, it 
only ſtops at you. | 

D. Ma. Weil, vir, I fee the Paper is only conditional, 
and fince the general Welfare 1s concern'd, I won't re- 
faſe to lend you my helping Hand to it: But-it you 
ſhould not make your Words good, Sir, I hope you 


won't take it ill if a Man ſhould poiſon you. 


D. Ph. And, Sir, let me too warn you how you ex- 
ecute this Promiſe ; your Flattery and diſſembled Peni- 
tence has deceiv'd me once already, which makes me, I 
confeſs, a little ſlow in my Beliet ; therefore take heed, 
expect no ſecond Mercy; tor be aſlur'd of this, I never 
an forgive a Villain. 

Hy. If I am prov'd one, ſpare me not I ask but 
this-- Uſe me as you find me. 

D. Ph. That you may depend on. 


D. Ma. There, Sir. [Gives Hypolita the 
Writing fn d. 
Ref. Now I tremble for her. [ Aſide. 


p. And now Don Philip, I confeſs, you are the 
only injur'd Perſon here. | 

D. Pb. I know not that. do my Friend right, and 
[ ſhall eafily forgive thee. 

Hy. His Pardon, with his Thanks, I am ſure I ſhall 
&ſerve : But how ſhall I forgive myſelf ? Is there in 
Nature left a Means that can repair the ſhameful Slights, 


e and the long Diſquiets you have known from 
ve 


= D. Ph. Let me underſtand thee. 


Hhp. Examine well your Heart, and if the fierce Re- 
| 2 ſent- 


go She Wovu'p, and Sbe Wov'y vor. 


ſentment of its Wrongs has not extinguiſh'd quite the 
ufual foft Compaſhon there, revive at leaſt one Spark in 
Pity of my Woman's Weakneſs. 

D. Ma. How! a Woman 

D. Ph. Whither wouldſt thou carry me ? 

Hyp. Not but I know you generovs, as the Heart of 
Love, yet, let me doubt, it even this low Submiſſion can 
deſerve your Pardon---- don't look on me, I cannot 
dear that you ſhould know me yet The extravagant 
Attempt I have this Day run through to meet you thus, 
juſtly may ſubject me to your Contempt and Scorn, un- 
leſs the ſame forgiving Goodneſs that us'd to overlock 
the Failings ct Hypolita, prove ſtill my Friend, and 
ſoften all with the Excuſe of Love. 

Oc. My Sitter! O, Rara Philip! 

[ All ſeem amax d. 

D. Ph. Oh! ſtop this vaſt Effuſion of my tranſported 
Thoughts, ere my offending Wiſhes break their Priſon 
through my Eyes, and ſurfeit on forbidden Hopes again: 
Or if my Fears are falſe, if your relenting Heart 5 
touch'd at laſt in Pity of my enduring Love, be kind 
at once, ſpeak on, and awake me to the Joy while! 
have Sente to hear you. 

Hy. Nay, then I am ſubdu'd indeed! Is't poſſible? 
Spight of my Follies, ſtill your generous Heart can love? 
"Tis ſo! Your Eyes confeſs it, and my Fears are dead-- 
Why then ſhould I bluſh to let at once the honeſt Fu- 
neſs of my Heart guſh forth---O Philip Hypolita ih 
yours for ever. [ They advance /lowly, and at laſt rah 

into one another's Arms. 

D. Ph. O Extaſy ! Diſtracting Joy----Do I then lie 
to call you mine ?--- Is there an End at laſt of my . 
peated Pangs, my Sighs, my Torments, and my rejected 
Vows ? Is it poſſible ? is it She ?----O let me view thee 

with aching Eyes, and feed my eager Senſe up 
the Tranſport of thy Love confeſs'd ! What, kind!— 
And yet Hypolita And yet tis She ! I know her I 
the buſy Pulſes at my Heart, which only Love = 


4 


f 
b 
| 


7 
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mine can feel, and ſhe alone can give. ¶ Eagerly embra 


cing her, 
Hip. Now, Philip! You may inſult our Sex's Pride, 
for I confeſs you have ſubdu'd it all in me; I plead no 
Merit, but my knowing yours: ] own the Weakneſs of 
my boatted Power, and now am only proud of my 
Humility. 

D. Ph. O never! never ſhall thy Empire ceaſe ! "Tis - 
not in thy Power to give thy Power away: This latt 
ze of generous Love has bound me to thy Heart 

a poor indebted W. retch fer ever. 
Hip. No more, the reſt the Prieſt ſhou'd fay.---- But 
now our Joy grows rude.---- Here are our Friends, that 


muſt be happy too. 


D. Ph. Luis ! OZawio! my Brother now! O! fer- 
give the Hurry of a tranſported Heart. 

D. Ma. A Woman ! and OXaw's Sifter ! 

OA. That Heart that does not feel, as *twere ite own, 
1 Joy like this, ne er yet conſeis'd the Power of Friend- 
ſhip or Love. | | er:bracing bim. 

D. Ma. Have I then been pleas'd, and plagu'd, and 
frighted out of my Wits, by a Woman all this while? 
Odebud, ſhe is a notable Contriver ! Stand clear ho! 
For if I have not a fair Bruſh at her Lips; nav, if ſhe 
does not give me the hearty Smack too, Ods-Winds and 
__ the is not the goed-humour'd Girl I take her 

r. 

Hp. Come, Sir, I won't baulk your Good-humour. 
[He kiſſes her.] Ard now I have a Favour to beg of you; 
you remember your Promite : Only your Blethng here, 
vr, [Octavio and Roſara kneel. 

D. Mz. Ah ! I can deny thee nothing ; and, bnce I 
ind thou art not ft for my Girl's Buſinets thy ſelf, Ou- 
woks, it ſhall never be done out of the Family And fo, 
Children, Heaven bleſs ye together Come, Nil giwe 
thee her Hand my ſelf, you know the way to her Heart, 
ad as foon as the Prieit has ſaid Grace, he ſliall tos you 
tie reſt of her Body inzo the Bargain nd now my Cares 
We over again 1 O. 
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OX. We'll ſtudy to deſerve your Love, Sir.--.. 0 


Reſara ! 
Ro. Now, Octavio, dye believe I lov'd you better 
than the Perſon I was to marry ? 
O. Kind Creature! you were in her Secret, then! 
Ro/. I was, and the in mine. 
OF. Siſter ! What Words can thank you! 
Hp. Any that tell me of Octawio's Happineſs. 


D. Ph. My Friend ſucceſsful too! Then my Joys are 


double.---- But how this generous Attempt was ſtarted 
krſt, how it has been purſu'd. and carry'd with this kind 
Surprize at laſt, gives me Wonder equal to my Joy. 

Hyp. Here's one that at more Leiture ſhall inform you 
all: She was ever a Friend to your Love, has had a 
hearty Share in the Fatigue, and now 1 am bound in 
Honour to give her Part of the G:rland too. 

D. Ph. How ! She 

Fb. Truſty Fhra, Sir, at your Service; I have lad 
many a Battle with my Lady upon your account: But 
always told her we ſhould do ker Buſineſs at laſt. 

D. Ma. Another Metamorphoſis ! Brave Girls, faith' 
Odzooks, we fhall have em make Campaigns ſhortly | 

D. Pb. Take this as Earneſt of my Thanks ; in 
Seville I'll provide for thee. 

Hp. Nay, here's another Accomplice too, Confede- 
rate I can't ſay; for honeſt Trappanti did not know but 
that I was as great a Rogue as himſelf. 

Tra. It's a Folly to lye; I did not indeed, Ma- 
dam. But the World cannot fay I have been 2 
Rogue to your Ladyſhip ---- And if you had not parted 
with your Money----- 

Hyp. Thon had'ſt not parted with thy Honefty. 

Tre. Right, Madam ; but how ſhou'd a poor naked 
Fellow reſiſt, when he had ſo many Piſtoles held again 

Eim? | [/hexvs 
D. Ma. Ay, ay, well faid, Lad. 

Vil. Ea! A tempting Bait indeed! Let him _ 


in, if he dares, [ {fe 
marry * again, if he 3 5.70 
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D. Pf. Well, Trappanti, thou halt been ſerviceable, 
however, and I'll think of thee. 

04. Nay, I am his Debtor too. 

Ta. Ah! there's a very eaſy way, Gentlemen, to 
ward me; and fince you partly owe your Happineſs to 
my Roguery, I ſhould be very proud to owe mine only 
to your Generoſity. 

02. As how, pray ? 

Tra. Why, Sir, 1 find by my Conſtitution, that it is 
x natural to be in Love as an Hungry, and that I han't 
jet leſs Stomach than the belt of my Betters ? and thy? 
[ have often thought a Wife but dining every Day upon 
the fame Diſh ; yet, methinks, it's better than no Din- 
ter at all. And, for my part, 1 had rather have no 
Stomach to my Meat, than no Meat to my Stomach. 
Upon which Coniiderations, Gentlemen and Ladies, I 
dfire you'll uſe your Intereſt with Magna bere-----T'o 
lt me dine at her Ordinary. 

D. Ma. A pleaſant Rogue, faith! Odzooks, the Jade 
tall have him. Come, Hulley, he's an ingenious Perſon. 

Vil. Sir, I don't underſtand his Stuff; when he {peaks 
plain, I Know what to ſay ta him. 

Ta. Why then, in plain Terms, Let me a Leaſe of 
jour Tenement---- Marry me. 

Vil. Ay, now you fay ſomething -I was afraid, by 
what you ſaid in the Garden, you had only a mind to 
be a wicked Tenant at Will. 

Tra. No, no, Child, I have no mind to be turn'd 
aut at a Quarter's Warning. F 

Fil. Well, there's my Hand ---- And now meet me 
8 ſoon as you will with a Canonical Lawyer, and PIL 
ave you Poſſeſſion of the reſt of the Premiſes. 

D. Ma. Odzooks, and well thought of, I'll ſend for 
me preſently. Here, you, Sirrah, run to Father Pexedic 
Jun, tell him his Work don't hold here, his lait ar- 


| ge is drop'd to Pieces, but now we have got better 


Tackle, he muſt come and fitch two or three frelh Couple 
lpether as faſt as he can, 


Enter 
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Enter Sera ant. 

Sc. Sir, the Xluſick's come. 

D. Ma. Ah! they cou'd never take us in a better 
time let em enter Ladies, and ------ Sons and 
Daughters, for I think you're all akin to me now, will 
you be pleas'd to fit ? 

ter the Entertainnmy, | + 

D. Ag. Come, Gentemen, now our Collation 

Waits us. | 
Enter Servant. ( 

Sv. Sir, the Prieit's come. | 

D. Va. That's well, we'll diſpatch him preſently, 

D. Ph. Now, my tyfelita! ; 

Let our Example teach Mankind to love, , 

From Thine the Fair their Favours may improve ; j 

To the quick Pains you give, our Jers wwe owe, P 

Till Thoſe xe feel, Theje aue can never inomaw ; F 

But ward avith Lone Hope from my Succeſs, 4 

Fy'u in the Height of all its Miſeries; j 

ue der let a wirtuous Mind de pair, I 

Fer conſtant Hearts are Love's peculiar Care, h 
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Mom a!l the Rules the Ancients had in Vagae, 
We find no Mention of an EPILO CU x. 
Which plainly ſhes they're Innovations, brought 
Sixce Rule, Deſign, and Nature, were forgot. 
The Cuſtom, therefore, our next Play ſhall break, 
But now @ joyful Moti de bids us ſpeak. 
Fir, while our Arms return with Conqueſt Home, 0 


il Children prattle Vigo, and the Boom, 


It fit the Meuth of all Mankind, the Stage, be dumb ? 
While the proud Spaniards read Old Annals d er, 
And on the Leaves in lazy Safety pore, 8 
EssEXK and RAWLEIGH thunder on their Shore. 
Hain their Don/hips tart, and mend their Speed, 
With the ſame Fear of their Fore-fathers, dead. 
Vile Amadis de Gaul laments in Twain, 
nd wiſhes his young Quixot out of Spain. 
Wiike foreign Forts arc but beheld and ſcix'd, 
Wiile Engliſh Hearts tumultuouſly are pleas'd ; 
Hall ave, whoſe ſole Subſiſtance purely flows 
From Minds in Foy, or undiſturb'd Repoſe : 
Hall aue behold each Face with Pleaſure glow, 
Unthankful to the Arms that made em fo? 
Hall we not 
- * 17 Honour now revives again, 
m'rably fatal to the Pride of Spain 
* % 7e ud of Spain, 
Mile Ax x E repeats the Vengeance of EL Iz a's Reign. 
For, to the glorious Conduct ſure that dren 
4 Senate's grateful Vote, aur Adoration's due. 


From that alone all other Thanks are poor, 8 
The Old Triumphing Romans asf no more, 
4% Rome indeed gave all within its Power, 5 


But 


I 


"Wo ur ſuperior Stars, that know tee well 

7 FxGLIs# Heroes foould Ol Rome's excel; 
T eranon your Arms beyond the Br bes of Spoil, B. 
Rai, 7 Engl Beau t ” reavard your Toil : 
274 24 of all the vid 3 d tad boft, 
8 „ fir a Circle Rome could never boait. [* To the P. 
P rd, amſbicinus Chief, inflame the War, Boxes, | 
* fue vour Conqueſt, and pofſeſs the Fair: 

at Ares may record of Them and You, I 
7 uy , cin inſpire what yeu altre cen'd do. 
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The Engliſh Theatre: 


In Fouk PARTS. 


Hamlet 
Othello 
Macbeth 
King Lear 
All for Love 
ff OEdipus 
Orphan 
| Oroonolko. 
Fair Penitent 
Jane Shore 
I. Jane Gray 
Mariamne 
Diſtreſt Mother 
 Y Abramule 
In, Anna Bullen 


Buſiris 


King Lear 
Siege of Damaſcus 
' JCato 

Earl of Eſtex 

Tamerlane 
7 Venice Preſerv'd 

' Rival Queens 

Fall of Saguntum. 

Phædra and Hyppol. 

Theodoſius 

'Y Mithridates 
(Albion Queers 


| 


VIII. 


IV. 


T5, 


. 5 

Stratagem 
VI. d Officer 
vn. 5 


Bing the Select PLAYS of the moſt 
Celebrated AUTHORS, 


ART I. in 8 VoLs. (Pr. bound 1/7. 75. 62.) dux. 


Love's Lait Shift 
Double Gallant 
Fop's Fortune 


Tunbridge Walk, 


Contcious Lovers 
Inconſtant 
Spaniit Fryar 
Committee 
Amorous Widov 
Buly Body 
Relapſe 

Fair Quaker 
Plain Dealer 
Country Wite 


PART II. in6Vors. (Price bound 17). cis. 
| a 


Careleſs Husband 
lender Husband 
Twin Rivals 
London Cuckolds 
Funeral 

Lying Lovers 
Anatomitt 

Iſland Princeſs 
Provek'd Wite 
Bold Stro. for a Wife 
Woman's a Riddle 


PART III. in 6 Vors. (Price bound 12, d. 


Henry VIII. | The Fox 
1 Henry IV. IV Country Laſſes 
: Royal Convert .  YSauney the Scot 
Ulyſſes Britiſh Enchanters 
Indian Emperor Silent Woman 
1 V Jew of Venice 
Hum. D. of Gloceſt.] * J Rehearſal 
The Briton Chances 
Fatal Marriage Alchymiſt 
Don Sebaſtian Amphytrion 
1 5 8 Love Na Courtly Nice 
Sir Walter Raleigh She Gallants 


PART IV. in6Vors. (Price bound 17.) tir. 


Julius Cæſar Way of the World 
1 9285 of Athens * of Mode 
: Sophonisba Drummer [Sec. 
Caius Marius Wonder, Wom keeps 
Mourning Bride Old Batchelor 
It Henry IV. 2d Part. Pn Tg 
| State of Innocence Double Dealer 
Ambit. Step-Mother Love for Money 
Love for Love Lady's Laſt Stake 
III Scornful Lady vi Conſtant Couple 
) Rule a Wife J Tempeſt 
Rover Apparition 


Printed for W. FEALESs, at Pow:'s Head, the Comer 
of Effex-Street in the Strand. 


Where may be had, 
Moliere's Plays, French and Engliſh, in 8 neat Pockt 


Volumes, adorn'd with Cuts. 
Lee's Plays, 3 Vols. 12mo. with Cuts. 
Ozell's 'Felemachus, 2 Vols. 8vo. with Cuts. 
Sydenham's Works, 1oth Edit. 
Wiſeman's Surgery, 2 Vole, duo. 
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*1 The 


The PERSONS, 


Arcas, A Nobleman of great Poſſeſſi- : 
ons in Arcadia. b 5 Mr. Mills, 
Egon, His Friend. Mr. Harper, 


Amyntas, Son to Arcas, in Love with 7 
Paſtora. ) 8 Mr. William:. 


Ithis, Son to Egon, in Love with $ Mrs, Thurmond, 


Ianthe. 


Philautus, A conceited Corinthian Mr. Cibber. 
Courtier, pretending to Paſtora. | 


Corydon, An Old Shepherd. Mr. Griffin, 


r 2 Brothers, in ys Miler. 


and . 5 
Moyſus with Phillida. 3 


Damon, An Inconſtant. Mr. Ray. 

Ianthe, Arcas, Mrs. Cibber. 
Paſ/ora, Þ Daughter to J gon. Mrs. Li. dar. 
Phi lida. Corydon. ) Mrs. Raftor. 


SCENE, the Arcadian Fields. 


LovE in a RIDDLE. 


APASTORAL 


— 
the 


ACT I SCENE I. 
AR CAS along. 


AA c ASG. 
AlL to the riſing Day! Hail! waking 
$1] bs: Nature! 
© Ye verdant Plains, ye Hills, and fertile 
1 Valleys, 
Le lowing Herds, and fleecy bleating 
$52 Flocks, 


Ye warbling Groves, and murmuring Fountains, Hail ! 
Once yet again I ſee the annual Morn 
That gave me Birth, and counts me into Age. 
O! Phebus hear! God of refulgent Skies! {| Kneels, 
All-glorious Ruler of revolving Light, 
Author of Medicine, and Immortal Song, 
Deign to receive theſe Thanks of Adoration ! 
Thanks for thy Courſe of rolling Years enjoy'd, 
That thus have, unafflicted, born, me through 
The various Periods of appointed Life! 
9a 4 The 


8 LovE n a Rloprx. 


The Spring of Infancy, Summer of Vouth, 

The reaping Autumn of experienc'd Man, 

Down for the Winter of unaching Age. 

Thanks to the Comforts of a genial Bed, 

Now ripening to the Joys of Love, and Virtue, 
Such are the Bleſſings from thy Beams receiy'd, 
And theſe, O FPhæbus ! are the Thanks we pay thee, 


gon ſinging within, 


Hark! from the Vale, I hear the Jovial Voice 
Of gon, blyth, and luſty, as the Summer, 
Nor bending to the Burthen of his Years; 
Jocund he comes, and chanting te the Day, 
With friendly Gratulation- -gon, Hail! 


Enter gon. 


Health, and the Bleſſings of the Morn, be thine, 
Ag. V hy ay, my Lord ! this Day is bleſt indeed! 

It gave you Life, and me the beſt of Friends; 

And to that Friend I owe my jovial Heart. 


AIX I. 


Ye Nymphs, and Swain”, 
Wih ATA hail the Day; 
Male ticlyday round the Plains, 
l jollily dance and play. 
1his napiy, glorious Sun 
Gaze to y ur Fields a Lerd, 
Of all your Hopes the Crown, 
And, to yeur Folds, the Guard. 
Let the Man to? all ſo dear 
With rural Pan be fung: 
To the next, and next good Year, 
Here may he live Bleſt, and Long. 


Are. Thanks to thy Love: thy jolly Voice, tho' rough 
As is the Billow curling to the Beach, 


Rev 


ugh 
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Revives the Images of Pleaſure paſt, 
Fhen Mirth and Revels were excus'd by Youth. 

Tg. Excus'd by Youth, my Lord ! You make me 
there a ſtated Time, in this ſhort Life, [ {mile 2 
That makes it Wiſdom to be ſad, 
or Weakneſs to be happy? No: 
let Policy, or Guile, diſguiſe their Face! 

But Honefly dares hold it to the Sun 

Kay we have Cauſe for Gladneſs, and not ſhery it ? 
Was't not this happy Day that gave you Birth? 
he ou not Lord of thele Arcadian Plains: 
Where, like the Subſtitute of Heav'nly Power, 

You dole the Bleſlings you from thence recei; e, 
lid make a People, by your Bounty, happy. 

Yet not more bleſt by Bounty, than Example: 
four Life has taught thoſe Virtues, you reward, 
And is not this © auſe for general Joy ? 

ue you not Hill the ſame beloy'd Lord Arcas ? 
are you not ſtill that honeſt Nobleman ? 

Art. Suppoſe me ſo--- 

7. ----Why then, my Lord, let thoſe 
te lad, who never wore but halt that Title! 
Let our Corinthian Lords be Grave, and Graceleſs: 
The Privilege of Iloneſty is Nlirth ! 
Arc. Yet Charity becomes the Cheerful too. 
Xo. ne, ir, begins, where their Court -Friend- 
ſhip ends, 
* home: Therefore I fay we're happier Men, 
tet only Happy, as we're better too: 
Kall Virtue then not taſte her Benefits? 
ali only Knaves and {pendthritt Heirs be joviil? 
Tae Cheerſulneſ; of Knaves is Impudence! 
Have Courts a Joy, like ſound Integrity ? 
When they ſhow that, I'll own em wilz ; till when, 
Let us be plainly pleas d with Happineſs. 
arc, O Fon! were | capable of Envy, 
TiyTurn of Mind Would tenpt me to repine! 
S x V. hy 
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Why have not I this cheerful Taſte of Life) 

Why ſeems my Plenty leſs than thy ſmall Store! 

What are my Wants? where are my Wiſhes bounded? 

And yet----- 

*Twere happier to be gon, than be Arcas. 

Az. You make me triumph o'er your Learning! 

You, who have all Philoſophy can wiſh, 

Have made a Man much happier than your ſelf, 

By giving him a Tythe of your Poſſeſſions. 

Arc. Wouldſt thou have more? 
Eg. — More than enough, Sir? No. 

To crave, is Poverty; Contentment, Riches: 

Yuur Tythe's almoſt too much for me. Name. 
Arc. Thus Riches, when not wanted, loſe theit 
Ag. And, when poſſeſs'd by Prodigals, their Power. 

Even ſo it is, not Wealth, nor Wiſdom, Sir, 

Tis Conſtitution gives us Happineſs : 

Mature has made You Penſive, and Me Sanguine: 

Youthink your Virtues are a wiſe Man's Duty, 

And tlicrefore wear them, with a ſerious Brow; 

Now, Sir, the Few, that I can boaſt, I think 

Are Bletlings too, therefore as ſuch, enjoy them. 


. 


He that wears a Heart 
Void of Art, 
Has Foys unknown 
10 tre greateſt Men; 
Who, Nine in Ten, 
Fereath their Greatne/s groan. 


Riches are fine things, 
That have Vings, 
And will away : 
But an hone? ind 
Bill eve; und 
Contens will with it ſtay. 


e. 
eit 
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He, whoſe open Soul is clear | 
From Fraud, Diſguiſe, or Guile, 

May all the Frowns of Fortune bear, 
And at ber Malice ſmile. 


Greatneſs, that would make us grave, 
Is but an empty thing : 
Nhat more than Mirth would Mort als have# 
The merry Man's a King. 


But he that, by Deceit, 
Dares to be meanly great, 
Wil find, in his counting up, 
What did mount him up, 
Will make him many Foes, 
Greater far than he knows, 
Whom nought wi'l gratify, 
No Words will ſatisfy, 

* *Till he low lies again, 
Never to riſe again : 

Who then will envy his Fate? 


But he that by Deceit, KC. 


Vhat! not a Note, not anſwer to my Ditty ? 
Arc. Excuſe me, if I taſte not now thy Muſe, 
Nor joyn thy Carolls with my uſual Glee, |[Mind: 
Eg. Nay then, my Lord, there's ſomething loads your 
You wrong my Friendſhip, if you hide your Gri-fs. 
bive me my Share! Out with the worlt at once. 
Arc. Griefs I have none, but I confeſs have Fears, 
And Doubts, that fill me wi h Anxiety. 


Have we not each our Children's Happineſs 


In care? The Criſis of their Fate is now. (pineſs ? 
Ay. And why, Sir ſhould you doubt their Hap» 
we not our Precepts grounded them in Virtue? 


Has not indulgent Nature given tuem Beauty: 


our Arcadian Manners Innocence? 
Have 
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Have they not been, from Inſancy, Companions? 

Their Leſſons, Labours, and their Sports the ſame? 

Have I not watchd them, with a jealous Eye? 

Yet never found a Warning, to ſuſp-'& them. 

At length, their blooming | riendſhip pays its Promiſe, 

Obeys the Seaſon, and matures to Love. - 

Whence then this anxious Doubt of thei; iſdoing! 
Arc. Perhaps, dear gon, I'm too diffident: 

For theugh w.'ve chang d our Children, to prevent 

In mine the conſcious Pride of Birth; in thine, 

Jo sid, with Bicch, the Sentiments of Virtue: 

Yer Nature fill may be mil-led by Fortune: 

hus mine, believing Agon is their Sire, 

With views of Intereſt may diſſemble Love, 

Which unſuſpicious Innocence may hear; 

So thine, ſuppoſing Arcas is their Father, 

In {corn to mingle with inferior Blood, 

Mav {lit thele Virtues, which deſerve their Love, 
Ag. theſe Appichenſions might in Counts be juſt: 

But bere, Wwher Love, without Ambition, reigns, 

is not high itth, or Land, or numiver'd locks, 

But Wealth of Virtue in the Fair and foung, 

That gives tlie Nymph her Charms, the Swain his Merit. 


. 


Let Nealtb and power enflave tha Great, 
Nhe e Hearts ar6 barter | for a Name: 
Fer? i ove alone can Lover ate; 
ul Truth ſripp ie the lain: Flame. 
Arc. ii, I'm inclin'd to have their Virtue prov'd: 
True Love 1s better known, by (ric, than Joy, 
A Bope is cftea me rd by ove Fr ar. 


Tier ut nut without my Friend adviſing) 
9 x 1. ; ALT, TY i 
Ie fowr th volts oct offering thy Pa“ a 
T- nouvie 14:!:mons Heir, tie dry Fanta,, 
ift in Courts, and skilb'd in Vanmes 3 


if tuen her Heart can ſtoop to ſuch a Lure---* 
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Eg. I take your Meaning; and as juſt approve it: 
If, when you offer to her Arms Philautus, 
the ſhews a ear, that you may force her Will, 
That Fear will force her Love to own Amyntias: 
If ſhe admit Phicauus, imyntas, then, 
Will well eſcape a aid, below his Love, 
And the proud Girl with her own Choice be puniſht ; 
Then, let her hence to blaze in Courts: Vain Wives 
And ſhallow Husbands are no Vonſters there. 

Arc. Yet hope a b tter Conſequence : The Maid 
Wants no Attraction, that commends her Sex. 
Nor do I name Pi autus, that I doubt her; 
But that her Virtue may have Luſtre from her Choice, 
And, to PHilautus, poor Amyntas be preteri'd. 

Eg. My Lite, then, anſwer, that her Choice 

contents you; 

The gaudy, tinſel Merit of THilantus 
Will have a- tarniſht Hue, to your Amyntas Virtue. 


IN. IV. 


Our Nymfhs on the Plains 
Among Swans 
Have their Foys, that no Courts ever gare: 
Where the Marrud, ia Chains, 
And leng Trains, 
Carry Sorrow, in Pomp, to their Grave. 


Arc. Thy Confidence, my Friend, has quell'd my 
Fears. , 

Be then, for Amyvnias lake, Paſtora prov'd: 
fut we have still our younger born unfixt: 
How ſtand we there in Hope Pann — 

1 — [f 1 gu-ſs right, 
A tender Paſſion tco is kindling there; 
lauthe ſeems of late reſery'd to lis: 
The Youth more penſive, and the Nymph more gay: 
Tae uſual Conſequence of Love declar'd, 

_ And 


it 
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And Love with Maiden Modeſty approv'd. 
She flies, tis true, but flies to be purſued; 
And urges the Purſuit, to ſound his Love. 
Arc. Let him purſue: I would not wiſh the Maid 
Should, on his Summons, yield to Tphis' Birth, 
Kg. But fee, Amyntas comes; from him perhaps 
More may be gather'd to aſhſt our Meaſures, 
Amyntas ho! whither ſo faſt, my Son? 


To them Amyntas. 


Am. Paſiora tells me, Sir, a favourite Lamb 
Is miſſing from her Flock, At her Requeſt 
I to the neighbouring Folds am hying.---- 

E.. Stay; 

I have a while, my Son, to talk with thee. 

You ſee, my Lord, even Maids in Love arey 
Woers. 

Paſtora would, but cannot, hide her Flame. 

How amorouſly Coy! This Hint betrays it. 

A Lamb is ftray'd-----why His the Charge to“ 
find it? : a p ** 

Her Heart, ſhe means; her Breaſt, the Fold 
that loft it! 

Yet he, Fond Youth, in honeſt Fear miſtakes 

| her. — 

Arc. The modeſt Lover recommends his Flame: 
Bur to our other Point---- 

Eg. ----- Come near, Amyntas. 

Am. Eealth, and the Rays of many a ſmiling Morn, 
Like this, prolong the Days of Arca:. 

Arc. amyntas, I am Debtor to thy Love. 

Eg. I have obſeryv'd of late, Lord Arcas Son, 
Young Ifhis, holds thee near hi: Heart, Amyntas: 
Of courſe, his Joys and Cares are known to thee. 
Now then, be juſt, my Boy; anſwer directly; 
Has he yet ever told thee, that he lov'd? 


Am. Never --he never told me, that he lov'd. 
Eg. 


t. 


ln, 
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Eg. Amyntas, thou repeat ſt my Words, as thou 
Wouldſt hold me to their literal Senſe : take heed! 
krade not What I mean----- 

Am. ---I take your Mearing : 2 
My Father knows, what's fit his Son ſhould anſwver. 

Eg. Know'ſt thou then ought unfitting me to ask ? 

Am. Y our Queſtion then, Sir, would require no Anſwer. 

Kg. How! ſo blunt! Am I not thy Father, Boy ? 

Am. Such, Sir, my daily Prayers to Heaven confeſs 
Nor ſhall my Father ſigh, that I'm his Son, (you. 

Arc. No, generous Youth, thy Father ſighs to 

own thee. [Aſide. 
Ez. Whence are theſe half Replies? be full, I ſay, 
And tell me what thou know'ſt of Ihr Love. 

am. The Precepts you have taught me reach no 
Par on my Doubts; for T am yet to learn, [farther. 
That Duty can difpenſ: iti broken Frienſhip, 

Till he declares he loves, am I 1' accuſe him ? 

g. Dar'ſt thou not ma!:e thy Father Judge of what 
May wrong thy Friend)! 

Am. ----I dare: I've told my Fears: 

If they re unjuſt, condemn ; it not, forgive them. 

Arc. The taithful Boy! gon, I muſt embrace him! 
Believe m, Youth, thy deareſt Father's Arms 
Ncer held thee to his Heart with fonder Joy. 

Excuſe him, Friend------ 


Eg. -- What you applaud, my Lord, 
Needs not Excuſe 
Y | En O #270; Friend indeed! 


How ſhall I thank thy Care for ſuch a Son? Apart. 
Thy Fear, 4myntas, to unfold thy Friend, 
Commends thy Truth, and meri:s his Eſteem, 
However, to preſerve thy Faith vublemiſh'd, 
| give thee, with my Hand, my V/ord, whate'er 
Thy Candour ſhall inform me of his Love, 
My Boy. ſhall newer think a Wrong to him, 
Nor find, from rae, Occaſion ts reproach thee, 

| AM, 
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Am. This, Sir, unties my Tongue; my j 
Like a fair Volume open ro your Reading, (Thoughts, 
Arc. Thou ſaidſt he never told thee, that he loyd! 

Am, Never---- a 

Arc, --- Let thou believ'ſt his Grief is Love! 

Am. Alas, my Lord, a Youth ſo happy in 
His Sire, ſo fam'd for Virtue, Birth, and Feature, 
What ſtrange Misfortune can diſturb, but Love! 

Arc. Speak without Fear! Love is a venial Frailty, 

Am. tis true, when kindled by an Object worthy ; 
Rut Nature calls not Wiſdom to her Council, 

And ſometimes chuſes with a Youthful Eye. 

Ag. Be brief, and name the Nymph, that has engag'd 

Am. Let me not wrong him, vir; may miſtake [ him, 
Her Name, which yet 1 have declin'd to know. 

g. What were thy Reaions to avoid that Secret? 

Am. B:caule l fear'd, it known, my Duty might 
Compell me, at tue riſque of his Eltezm, 

T' inform a tender Father of his Weakneſs. [blameful} 
Arc, Thou then haun Cauie to think his Paſſion 

Ain. What hallt fay > For you, my Lord, are twice 

My + ire, a Father to mn Site, and me! 

Nay more, you honour him with Friendſhip! 

I too have a Friend, and would deſerve him! 

O whom ſhali Loblige whom dare t'offend 
Arc. Neither, Amyntas; both ſhall be oblig'd. 
Am. Pardon my Doubts; but ſince your Word 

ſupports me, 

Take my Suſpicions, as my Eyes have caught them. 
Arc. Jive me the Nymph, whom thou ſuſp ct ſt he 
Am Since] mull ſpe1!:---1anthe, Sir, my Sitter, (loves, 

With undefroning Charms, I fear, has ſeiz d 

His youthful i leart; yet thuns the glorious Prize. 
Arc. tis well, „ta- -I am iii ta Temper: 

And ſince my Word has wrought thee to this Truſt, 

Dar { chou yet make me a: ther Creditor, 


And, by a more implicit Faith, oblige me? 
An, 
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n. A Confidence in you, is ſcarce a Merit; 
fayours when ask'd, by Virtue, are conſerr'd. 
Are. Thus then, Amyntas---when thou tind*ſt my Son, 
ln friendly Converſe, would diſcloſe hi Love; 
lacline to hear him, and condole his Sorrows : 
zut when he names lantle, as their Cauſe, 
Turn to Amazement, and reprove his weaknef,! 
Diſlike, object, diſcourage, blaſt his Hope 
Urge my 'iſpleaſure, and Janthe's Scorn ! 
Recount Examples of clandeſtine Love, 
Whoſe joyleſs Hours have groan'd in live-long Woe. 
Set all the Terrors of Hiſtreſs before him, 
Ind leave the Guidance of his Fate to me. a 
Am. My Lord, you've bound me to a mournful 
Task : 
But ſince I know your Nature juſt, and gentle, 
[ will believe you act like Heav'nly Power, | 
That ſtrews our way to Happineis, with Thorns : 
Some wondrous Secret, ſure, unripe for Birth, 
Tho' fer a Seaſon wrapt in low'ring Clouds, 
Muſt break at laſt, and ſpread a golden Day. 
Art. Time ſuits not now, to give thee more, Amyntas : 
Let it ſuffice that 1phis is my Hope. | 
Mean-while, we leave thee to thy Charge in hand. 
be faithful to thy Truſt, and ſerve thy Friend. 
[Ex. Arc. and Agon. 
4m, Ambiguous ſtill! Yet where remains the Doubt, 
Vhen Arcas has declar'd I ſerve my Friend ? 
lut where's the Friend can help forlorn Amyntas! 
lt Iphis, ſprung from noble Blood, deſpairs 
Of his Ianthe, born ſo far below him; 
What then, Amy nta, is thy wretched Portion! 
low muſt Paſft-ra, ſhould ſhe know thy Love, 
Redouble all her Scorn for thee, and on 


A Brother's Heart revenge a Brother's Pain ? 


let why (ſince Love was never deem'd a Crime) 


mould Virtue ſink abandon'd in Deſpair 2 
| AIR 
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AIR v. 


Love's a Tempeſt, Life the Ocean, 
Paſſions croſt the Deep deform ; 
Rude and raging tho the Motion, 
Virtue fearleſs braves the Storm : 
Storms and Tempeſts may blow over, 
And ſubſide to gentle Ga es; 
So the poor 9 Lover, 
When leaſt hoping, oft prevails. 
Love's a Tempeſt, &c. 


Bat ſee! ſad Tphis comes! with heaving Heart, 

And penſive Pace, he ſilent ſtalks along, 

Lifting, with dewy Eyes, his Sighs to Heav'n! 
Within this Shade, unſeen, I may attend 

His Mood, and farther know to ſerve him. [Am. retire, 


Enter Iphis. [ Flame? 

Ih. Why, why, fond Wretch, didſt thou avow thy 

Was not her Friendſhip more than Love could merit! 
To every Wiſh, that Innocence could form, 


Alternate Kindaeſs, flowing from the Heart, { 4 
Fill'd up the Meaſure of our focial Hours. Gi 
When to ſome diſtant Hill the Sports have call'd | 

The ſmiling Fair, unknowing of her Charms, 14 


Thought it no Boon, to truſt thee with their Treaſures, 4 
But now, O fatal Avarige of Love! | 
To what Reverie of Fortune art thou fallen ! | 


Now, at thy Sizzht, thy cold Companion flies ; II 
Or heedleſs paſſing, with a downcaſt Eye, N. 
Contracts her Beauty from thy pining Senſe, Th 
Offended at their Power to wound, or cue. | 
O 1this! now farewel thy Joys! farewel thy Peace! Hi 
Here, to the Muſick of this gurgling Brook, Ri 
Join thy faint Voice, and tell the Woods thy Woe. f 


The flitting Winds perhaps may catch the Sounds, 
And waft them to Ianthe's Ear, 


A 
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AIR VI. 


While my Love was a Secret, no Swain 
Was ſo bleſt, or ſo favour'd, as !; 

No Paſtime delighted the Plain, 
But la nthe with Tphis would hye : 

When I wreſtled, or ſtrain d for the Race, 
Her Boſom heav d Wiſhes for me; 

When I won it, ſhe bluſht with ſuch Grace, 
And cry'd ----- ©! the Garland's for Thee. 


But alas! ſince my Flame I reveal'd, 
All her Kindneſs is turn'd to Diſdain; 
If ſhe eyes me, ſhe flies er the Field, 
Or bids the Wind; hear me complain. 
When the Nymphs, to my Sorrows more kind, 
Reproach the hard Heart of the Maid; 
From her Auger this Anſwer they find, 
« Fond Love --- has my Friendſhip betray'd. 


Amyatas returns. 


Am, I have attended. Tphis, to thy Sorrows, 
And now, no longer can ſuppreſs the Friend: 
Give me thy Griefs at large, and eaſe thy H art. 
Ih. Amyntas! have I till a Friend in these? 
| A Friend, with whom I may repoſe my Griet? 
s. A Friend that will with Candour hear, 
And chide me with Compaſſion »--- 
Yes, a Friend, 
That comes prepar'd, determin'd to aſſiſt thee. 
Name, then, the Nymph, that thus has robb'd thee of 
Thy ſelf ---- 
Ih, ---- Need I repeat what ev'ry Grove 
Has heard, what almoſt ev'ry Tree records? 
Rip up my Heart, and read lanthe there! 
| Am. My Sifter! is it poſſible! Ianthe! 
| Ith, She, ſhe, Amyntas, has reſoly'd my Ruin. 
An. Let me ſuppreſs my Wonder, till I __ 
Y 
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Thy Tale : unfold, from firſt to laſt, the Spring, 
The Progreſs, and the Iſſue of thy Hopes. 
Iph. Hear and lament my Fate--- I will not dwell, 
Amyntas, with a Lover's Fondneſs on 
Tantke's Charms, the' on that one Theme 
O I could talk whole Midnight Moons ro waning, 
Am. Proceed: my Patience ſhall indulge thy Fond- 
Iph. Ere yet I was ſuſceptible of Love, [neſs, 
Or that her Charms unblown could fear the Lover, 
A ſympathetick F riendſhip join'd our Hearts, 
Our Innocence inſeparable paſs d our Days: 
Nature, at length, with ſoit Maturity 
Spread o'cr my youthful Cheek the Manly Down: 
Then, with unuſual Pulſes beat my Heart; 
New Wiſhes found new Luſtre in her Charms, 
And, on my Gazing, Sighs uncalbd would rile, 
And yet, alas! {o innocent my Thoughts, 
I knew ot, then, 'twas Love; nor till this Hour 
Perhaps had known, but that a fatal Proof 
(Tho' at the Time tranſporting) ſince confirm'd it. 
Am. Tranſporting! Ha! let me conceive thee, Iphis. 
1Irhb, Miſtake me not; the Proot, tho' ſweet, was 
harmleſs, 5 
Am. Forgive my Fear, I ought t' have thought it lo, 
Puriue thy Tale | 
Iph, —- It happen'd on a Day, 
Paſtora, fair Ianthe, and my ſelf 
Their Guide, returning wearied from the Chace, 
Accepted, from a. neighbouring Swain, Refreſhment. 
There, as within the Honey-ſuckle Bower 
We lay, whoſe waving Sweets enrich'd the Air; 
A careful Bee, providing for the Hive 
With buſy Toil, from Flower to Flower flew round us, 
Paſtcra fearful of his Flight, with Blows 
Miſpent in Air, diſturb'd his Diligence: 
The Inſet thus provok'd, with ſudden Rage, 
Darts on her Cheek his ſharp inyenom'd Sting. 
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The ſhrieking Maid, in Tears, deplor'd her Pain; 
When kind ant he to her Succour flew, 
And to the fiery Wound her balmy Lips 
apply'd; Then ſolemn to the Ear ſhe ſung 
Verſes of holy and myſterious Meaning, 
(A Charm bequeath'd her by the ſage Eudoca:) 
On this the angry Tumour was diſpell'd, 
And to her Cheek the uſual Roſe return'd. 
Am. Happy Relief! have magick Notes ſuch Power? 
But O methinks I feel Paſtora's Pain! 
Ib. Who would not bear the Pain to taſte the Cure ? 
No, Amyntas, I rather muſt belieye 
The Charm receiv'd its Virtue from Janthe : 
For, ſure ! ſuch Lips whate'er they touch muſt heal. 
Am. But, [p/is, how couldſt thou perceive, from thence, 
That Love had ſeiz d thy Heart? — 
Ith, ————— ——- Attend the Sequel. 
While | food Witneſs of the charming Cure, 
] ſaw ſuch humid Feryour on her Lips, 
Such willing Fondneſs ſparkling from her Eyes, 
Heard the ſweet chirping Sound of every Kiſs, 
With ſuch D: light --- I wiſh'd the Wound my own. 
At length fo painful grew my tender Longing, 
That, on a ſudden, burſting from the Bower, 
In ſeeming Anguiſh covering with my Hand 
My Face, I writ!*d like one in mortal Pain: 
The Cauſe inqui.'d, 1 to Ianthe cry'd, 
Another Bee had pierc'd my raging Lip. 
She unu picious of her Skill, betray'd 
Her nnocence, unbluſhing at her Art, 
Wim ſweet Convulſion drew my healthy Lip 
To her:, unzn--w.ng of the Joys I ſtole; 
No Malady ſhe fc unt, but what ſhe gave, 
A ti ou and Stings ſhe ſhot into my Heart, 
Which fince c:nfels d, hei Scnrn denies to cure. 
Am. hai on the frutint follow'd this Proceeding 2 
2%. As ww dur ticme we onward took the way, 
[ 
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I fondly ſmiling own'd the happy Fraud, 
Exulted on the Joy her Lips had giv'n, 
And, to excuſe the Fact, impeach'd my Love! 
At this, a red Confuſion fluſh'd her Cheek; 
Quick Anger darted from her flaſhing Eyes, 
Till mute Concern diſtill d a falling Tear. 
Nor Prayers, Excuſe, or Penitence preyail'd; 
For, from that Moment, never would ſhe ſpeak, 
Regard, converſe, or, unayoided, bear 
My Preſence more. 
AIR VII. 
1 once believ d, ere ſhe com d hate, 
Kind Nature won d her Laws undo, 
That Doves wou d with the Falcons mate, 
Or Falcons to the Doves be true. 
But, to my Ruin, now: I ſee, 
The ſofteſt Heart is hard to me. 

Am. - = - - - - Nor can | blame her, Iphis; 
With Grief, I own, thy Story has deceiv'd me; 
Were theſe thy tender Motives for my Pity ? 
Fond Youth, thy wanton Fraud was too licentious; 
What leſs than Scorn, could Maiden Shame return, 
For injur'd Truth, and Innocence betray'd ? 

Iph. O! Amyntas! then ] am loſt indeed! 
Reprov'd by thee too, I my ſelf condemn; 

To merit her Diſdain is Miſery 
Compleat - - - - 
Am. - Nay then I ſtill muſt pity thee! 
Thy Reſignation yet recall; the Friend, 
And ſocths the jealous Brother to forgive. 
Iph. O then confirm it by the deareſt Proof, 
And ſoften, to my Sighs, Ianthe's Heart. F 
Am. No, iphisz to confirm the Friend ſincere, 
Againſt thy Love I muſt ſupport thy Virtue: 
Thy Duty, Honour, Intreft and thy Fame, 
With Force invincible, oppoſe thy Hopes: 


Therefore, in time, fond Vouth, reſtrain thy * 


0 


. 
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fix on ſome Beauty equal to thy Birth, 

the Fountain of thy Blood unftain'd, 

And leave Ianthe to inferior Hearts. 
pb. Thy Words, Amyntas, like a Poniard pierce me. 
Am. Thy preſent Pain ſecures thy future Peace. 

Can I have Peace, without Ianthe's Love? 

Am. Canſt thou be happy with diminiſh'd Honour? 

Ab. Where Virtue is, the proudeſt Birth may bow. 

4m. Take heed, raſh Youth! thou haſt an high-born 

Siſter : 

How, in her Heart, wou'dft thou approve theſe Precepts ? 
Ih. As thou woud'ſt-- if her Lover would applaud em. 
Am. As I wou'd! I miſtake thee ſure , explain. 
1+, Suppoſe, Amyntas for Paſtora burr'd, 

Suppoſe Paſtora ſhou'd approve his Flame; 

Then ask of Love what wou'd Amyntas do? 

Am. Admit me frail - were that a Plea for 1phis? 
He probes me to the H-art ! ſure, he ſuſpects not. | 
| muſt avoid the Subject and retire. 844 44. 
his, Howe'er my Friendſhip is inclin'd, 

Compaſſion mult not cancel Obligations: 

Thy noble Father is our Houſe's Patron : 

To ſerve thy Love, were to invade his Honour! 

Therefore be early warn'd, and rein thy Paſſion, 

Return to Duty, and abjure Ianthe. : 

AI - YL 
Fly, when ſhe charms thee : 
Virtue alarms thee : 
Oppoſe her Beamty, 
With Fame and Duty : 
Tov without Honour the Bane of our Foys : 
When Beauty's blaſted, 
Love is [con waſted ; 
Honour's a Fleſſing 
Out lives Poſſeſſing ; 
Th Laurel of Fame no Thunder deſtroys. 
Fly, when, &c, Exiꝭ Am. 
IPH. 
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Iph. Perſuade the Seas in Tempeſts to be calm 1 
Forbid the vernal Flowers to blow --- their Sweets 
To ſmell, or Seaſons to regard the Sun 
Such is the Power of Ibis to recede : 

To change is the Relief of luke-warm Lovers; 
None can be happy, but who dare be wretched ! 
Fortune may ſtarve, but never change my Love. 


„ 


No, no, my Heart! 
Indure the Smart; 
Whatever Pain 

Her Eyes ordain, 

My never-changing Love ſhall bear. 
From Charms ſo ſweet 
There's no Retreat; 

So juſt her Scorn, 
I ſtill muſt burn, 

Tho' doom d to ſure Deſpair. 


What tho her colder Eyes may grieve me, 
This Conſolation ſtill I find, 

That, from my Sorrows, to relieve me, 
Kinder Fancy forms her kind. 

There, diſarm'd of coy Diſdain; 

Her yie.ding Sighs reward my Pain. 

Amyntas returns. 
Am. Tphis, diſpel thy Fears; Amyntas is 


With Joy return'd, to gratulate thy Love. 
Jeb. What means my Friend? — 


Enter Arcas. 


Im Lord 4rcas will inform thee. 
Ib. My Father! Proſtrate let m thus revere him, 
Arc. Ariſe, my Son! r«coyer ſo thy Heart, 

And proſecuie thy Love: Thy Friend Amyntas, 


— 
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my App-intment, tempting thy Deſires, 
With ſuch fair Praiſes has adorn'd thy ruth, 
That my fond Nature earns d indulge thy Vows, 
ind, far as my Paternal Sanction may, 
With Honour in 1artle to complete them. 
16. O kind Amyntis ! Didſt thou thus deceive me? 
Arc. I know the Treaſures of her Mind, as thou 
Ver Charms; I know that Happineſs, in Love, 
not the Gift of Fortune, or of Birth. 
I know that Honour is adorn'd by Virtue, 
Thar Title is, without it, but a Name: 
Therefore when Virtue prompts thy Heart to love — 
for worldly Views, I give them to the Air! 
pb. How ſhall my future [Life deſerve this Goodneſs! 
0 Ampntas ! 1 breathe again! and my 
Diſcordant Heart reſumes its Harmony, 


AIR. XI. 


Away, away, Deſpair ! 

Leave me, Fear, 

Pining Care! | 
Of Hope a dawning Light, 

Kindly bright, 
Dijiels my former Moes 

Life is now ſoft Retoſe: 
en Fears to Love Relief deny, 

By One /.4bdu'd, a Thouſand fly: 
hen Hope is once in Sight, 

All, all the reſt is all Delizht ! 


Arc, To give thee, 1944s, yet a farther Hope: 
En, her Father, knowing my Conſent 
ad ratify'd thy Love, with Joy recei,'d 

e News, and warn'd Ianthe of her Conqueſt, 
This Moment he prepares her for thy Ihe, 

brings her, bluſhing, to rec iv2 thy Vows, 
I», O livect Relief! O unexpett.. Joy! 
= 
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Arc. Now, good Amyntas, have I kept my Word > 
Am. And doubly have rewarded my Obedience ; 
155, And yet, alas, 1 fear. Now I may ſpeak, 7 
A! Heart retreats, and tr-mbles to be heard. 
Arc. Who fearst? offend, takes the firſt Step to pleaſe, 
1p, But I in ſuch high Nature have offended -.. 
Arc. Where the Offence is Love, the coldeſt \taid 
Seldom exacts Repentance ---- ſee ſhe comes! 
By her fond Father's Hand condutted-- chear thy Hear, 


Enter Mgon leading Tanthe, <uho ſtands ſome Tims 
ſzlent : Tphis kneeling at a Diſtance, 
AI III. 
＋g. A lovely Nymph and Swain, 
At once adorn d the Plain, 
For whom the reſt, in tain, 
In Love avere ſigbing. 
No Laſs, <cto ſax the Youth, 
Fut found her Hears in joet' 
All over Flame and Truth, 
And for kim dying. 
Bur Oh! the Boy © 
To all avas coy, 
. For he but one deſir d; 
The Nymph by ail admin" d 
Made kim ſurrender. 
Tie dainty Nymph, it ſeems, 
Wa: farther in Extreams ; 
For tho, tis true, 
She could ſubdue 
The Heart of every S<vann : 
Yet al' purſu'd in vain; 
None! noie could bend her. 
Look there, my Darling - - - - - 
Arc. Fair lanthe! 
Turn thy kinder Eye - - - - - 
WI. O lend thy p ying Ear. 


Jah + 


| 
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fin. Methinks I ſtand, like a poor hunted Deer 
Withia the Toil, by liſted Spe:rs ſurrounded. 
What is my Crime ? Why am | here the Point 
of publick Gaze, the Mark of chiding Eyes, 
And general Reproach ? Whom have I wrong'd ? 
Not phis fure! unleſs my F riendſhip was injurious: 
That once betray'd, could I do lets than end it? 
His Crime (Oh that my Memory could lote it!) 
| ſooner fhall forget than dare to pardon, 
ph. Ianthe, oh my Heart pines after thee! 
dy all our playtul Hours of Infant Life, 
Which almoſt Arm in Arm, our Innocence 
Delighted, and delighting has enjoy'd; 
By theſe my conſcious Pangs of Friendſhip loſt ---- 
lan, Thou haſt defil'd it, Ih, by Deceit ! 
Ib. O yet reſtore, reſtore me to my ſelf; 
forgive, and call me to thy Friendſhip Home! 
las, Twas once my Pride! remember'd, tis my 
Shame, 
7h. Alas, our Friendſhip was the Bloom of Love! 
ud Love the Promiſe of the Tree pertorm'd, 
5 then the Fruit leſs pleaſing than the Flower? 
lan, Yes,-- the white Hawthorn mit: Bloom is fragrant, 
us Fruit neglected, or the Food of Herds, 


Deluded Hopes ? He riſe, a ia leans on Amyn. 


. O yet forgive! and never ſhall ungovern'd Love, 
la conſcious Word or Look, offend thy Virtue. tune; 
lan. That thou haſt wrong'd me Once is my Misſor- 
tl am Twice deceiv'd, the Guilt be mine. [ Ging. 
Eg. Iant he, ſtay —— 852 FELAYNS. 
8 Are theſe, Amyntas, my 


Ez. - - - - + No, I compel thee nor. 
Tiy Heart ſhall ever, in thy Love, be iree, 
lan. Thus let my bending Knee be thankful! 
wy but my Heart is free! 1 ask no more. 

g. Free as thy Boſum-Thought ---- 
| 4 ãũ -- —— — „Les, fair Jane le, 
B 2 How 
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Howe'er my partial Fondneſs may regard 
A Son diſtreſt, I ſtill eſteem thy Virtue; 6 
Nor, with thy Father's Power, would thwart thy Wiſhs, 
if thou art injur'd, right thy Maiden Wrongs; 
If Love wants Motives to compoſe thy Breaſt, 
The Voice of Power, or Int'reſt, ſhall he neuter, 
Ard leave thee free to pardon, or reſent, 
ian. If 1 were capable of hating this, 

This Goodneſs might remove it! No, my Lord, 
1 am not yet fo. blinded by Reſentment, 
Fur that I can allow his Virtue til] 
Diffuſive to the World: Why then am I 
Diſtinguiſn'd by Offence ? With Grief I ſpeak it, 
Why are thoſe Virtues only blameable 
To me? l 

1h. —- Couldſt thou behold thy Eyes, Janthe, 
Thy chiding Vonder of my Crime might ceaſe. 

lan, Admit thy ill-plac'd Flattery were true, 
Ts that Excuſe for Fraud, and injur'd Kindneſs? 
For violated F: ith, and ſenſual Inſult ? 

Ieh. How can the Guilt of his taint Ianthe? 

an. O weak Reply! 'tiz not enough that Maids 
Are innocent; they muſt be thought fo too. 
And ſhe, whoſe vioiated Modeſty 
Lorgives, reſents with a diſl-mbled — 


AIR XIII. 


No, vo, to fardon, were but approving 
Al! that the Guilt of Love has done. 


Hearts that overlook: Offences in loving, 
To their own Rum blindly run, 
No, no, to pardon, &Cc, 
Prrewe relenting 
At humble Retenting, 
Is but inviting Offence to go on. 
Ne, u, to pardon, &c, 


* 


— 
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Che that diſpenſe; 
Huh firſt Offences, 
Dat malt hu, Delizht the Crime ail her 91. 
Ne, no, to garden, &c. 


b. Lions and Tigers might be ſooner tam'd, 
Than One obdurate Maid! Som- pitying God 
look down, diſſolve her frozen Heart, relieve 
k Lover's Pain, and give her Eyes Compathon ! 

AIR XIV. 
Cupid ! mtreat her. 
Relentleſs Creature 
Muſt I flizhted yield my Breath r 
hn. No 
Iph, Have I Leave to love you? 
lan. No, 
Iph, Can my Ruin move you? 
lan. No. 
Iph. In Pity, give me Life or Death! 
lan, No, no, no, no. 
Iph. O painful Station / 
Hard- ſated Paſſiont 


Can Youth and Beauty Nature defy ? 
lan, if Alen have Right to love, Maids have to fly, 


Ld 


Iph. Cupid! entreat her, &c, 


[Tphis rurning from Tanthe detected, leans againſt 4 
Tree, while Amyntas ſ:ems to talk to her apart. 


Arc, | fear me, gon, we have gone too far! 
athe ſeems to triumph in the Power 
Ve gave, and ſtrains it to a Cruelty. turn; 
Az. Give Nature Time! This Tide of Pow's may 
Virgias grow ſeldom old in Cruelty. 
Their Tyranny is but a poor, ſhort-liv'd Flow'r 
Vith Pride it blooms, but ſooner fades than Beauty. 
Am. "Tis true, Tanthe, thou art free to chuſe; 


ſomething ſeems to that Indulgence due: 
B 3 Thow 
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Thou ſeeſt the generous Arcas, and thy Father, 

Though they impoſe not, recommend at leaſt, 

Ard in their Silence, chide thy Coldnefs, 

Lan. leave me to pauſe--- Virtue! to thee, thus far, 

I:nglicit have I paid Obedience! Now 

Support and cover with thy Wings my Weakneſs, [ Aſide, 
Am, If ever, his, now reſume thy Cauſe. 
ith. lamthe! tho) my Fault confeſs'd deſpair 

Of Pardon, let me hope my Puniſhment 

At leaſt extends not to thy rooted Hate! 

Divide, if poſlible, the Lover from 

The Friend; and to remember, that I, once, 

Was uncffending 7phis--- wear this Trifle, 

Offering his Crack, 
Ian. Accepted Preſents, Iphit, are for Hearts 

In Amity, and therefore ſuit not me : 

Yet ſince, I find, the general Wiſh attends thee; 

In Proof, at leaſt, that I ſuſpend Reſentment, 

One Gift I will receive, and only One: [me ! 
bh. O | quick pronounce thy Pleaſure, and relieve 
lan. Relieve thy ſelf; on thee Relief depends! 

New, if thou canſt, divine thy Life to come, 

For thus our Goddeſs has reſolv'd thy Doom 
Arc. Agon, Amyntas, hear --- 


Igh. . My Soul attends thee | 
Ian. Know then, im wient to redreſs my W rong?, 
this Morn | 


Before the holy Shrine of chaſte Diane 

J proſtrate threw me, and implor'd her Aid: 

The Goddefs ſmil'd propitious to my Pray're, 
And to reſent the Stains of Ii: Love, 

| Theſe Words her ſacred Oracle pronounc'd: 


* That which He cannot have, fall 1p4:s give; 
« That, which Thou canſt not give, or He defire: 
« That which He muſt not have, muſt Thou receive, 
That! that's the Right thy preſent M rongs ** 


2 
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1, What jangling Paradoxes rack my Brain! 


their Hearts ? 


Arc, Can Love thro' Riddles only reach 
Aſide 
Zo. When I was young, I always found it ſo, 


lau. ill this from , She receive, 


© 7:zthe never ihall for Zive. 

When Iphis plain this Riddle reads, 

„Then to his Wilh his Love eee 

c New turn thee, tis, to thy Art, 

© Mean while, like rciend: coinpelb'd, we part. 
. Can 7phis from Jan e fly? 
lan. Will bu, what ſne asks, deny? 


51 


Iph. * the plaintive Exile ſighs, 
oom d to leave his native Shore, 
Ian. 2 the chearful Merchant tries 
Seas and Winds, for golden Oar. 
Iph, Hinds and Seis, wit) gentle Gales, 
Sometimes waſt us to Repoſe ; 
But the baniſh'd Lover ſails, 
Wreck'd with every Wind that blows. 
lan. Danger paſt delights the Mind ; 
Life, if alwazs calm, would cloy; 
In our proudeſs Howrs, we find, 
Sæbeet Relief is a. our Foy. 
Both, Sweet Re'ief, &c. 
Iph. Dexth and Abſence are the ſame, 
lan, Abſence tries a conſtant Flame. 
Iph, Conſtant Love ſhould find Re. 
lan. Tove ſhould al' Commands rezard. 
Iph. Truth and Love ſometimes fon 
lan, Love and Fate will be ole, d. 


t Fate Love ſhall 5 
* ) 22 Fate twill Ls d. 
CAL but Ianthe go off · 
3 * 1471» 
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Ian, Tis done! his tender Paſſion is reveal, 
What I endure lies here, a Load conceal'd. 
Call net for Pity, Iphis, of thy Pain; 
Unleſs thy Thoughts conceiv'd what mine ſuſtain, 
My Love, by Pride ſuppreſs'd, was harder born 
Than all thy Anguiſh from 7antke's Scorn. 
Unequal, Nature, are thy Laws ordain'd ! 
By thee we're taught to love, by thee reſtrain'd: . 
While lordly Man no ſooner feels thy Fire, 
Than he, unblam'd, avows the ſoft Deſire, 
Melts with complaining Sighs our Hearts away, 
Till what, with Pain, we hide, our conſcious Eyes betray, 


= 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


ARCAS and Z G © N, 


Arc, O gon! how ſhall I requite thy Love! 
Much for Amyntas” Virtue is thy Due; 

But for Izntle more! A Female Mind, 
So greatly rais'd above her humble Fortune, 
So juſtly jealous of her Maiden Fame, 
So warm, yet graceful, in her firm Reſentment; 
So fearful to forgive, ſo ſweetly loth 
To puniſh where paternal Pity pleaded! 
A Heart fo finiſh'd in the Mold of Virtue 
Raiſes my Wonder high as my Content! 
Theſe, Agor, theſe are Bleſſings, from thy Care 
Deriv'd, which Arcas never can repay. 

g. Has not your equal Care of my Paſt ra 
More than repaid the Debt of your lanthe? 
And does not 1p4is balance vour Amynias ? 


Tak 


ay, 


Tak 
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Talk not of Obligations then, unleſs 
You would inquire, what gon owes to Arcs 
Arc. Let them be mutual then; what Virtue gives 
ſs always ſo: When Friends, on Friends, coufer, 
To give or to receive, is equal Pleaſure. 
Now tell me, gon, ſpeak thy real Thoughts, 
What muſt we judge of cold [a:7/e's Conduct? 
g. That Education has alliſted Nature, 
And giv'n her Prudence to conceal her Love. 
Arc. Her Love! why was the Riddle then jmpos'd# 
For, if ſhe loves, her Hopes are there in Hazard: 
f phis never ſhould have Skill to ſolve it, 
On her own Heart her Cruelty recoils. 
Fe. "Tis true: but Nature is, in female Hearts, 
do ſhy, they ſometimes will endure more Pain 
To hide, than to accompliſh their Deſires, 
But here, alas! the Danger's ſoon remov'd. 
Iis but her whiſpering ſome Boſom- Friend, 
Who kindly may betray the Truſt to 1p/15. 
Arc. Suppoſe ihe never make that Truſt! - - 
E. - - - Know then. 
That I, my ſelf, already have unty'd it. 
Arc, "I's more than | can reach; expliin it — 
SS No. 
Tcur Hearts too tender to conceal it long. 
Yeu, on the firſt Diſtreſs of 7p*is, would atkſt him. 
Are. V ell! talte thy own Courſe, till proper Time 
demand it. 
Now, gor, turn we to cur other Care. 
Pilatus i; this Day return'd from Corm: 
In gorgeous Pomp, to make his Conqueſt ſure; 
The Fame he tells me, of my Daughter's Charme, 
Have drawn him from the Croud of Cour:ly Beauties, 


Whoſe Riyal [icarrs, in vain, have : 112h*d to hold him, 


Io liy bis Fortunes it Patora's Feet. 
st. T 113 Feoth —P ad Vi Th * uſt yickl | 9%) Sport. 
drc, 1 leave his F. lie- Eon, to hy Charge; 
2 | Thy 
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Thy Jovial Tongue will play upon his Pride, 1. 
And better ſound the Shallows of his Heart. 
| _> I mit, as befits his Birth, receive him: 

Nor, for his Father's ſake, muſt ſlight his Weakneſ, 
raſter a ſhall be intorm'd of his Arrival: | 
Bring thou Amyntas to their Interview: | 
Where, when he ſees, in form, the high Phileutus 
27 my on Hand preſented to Faſtora, 7 

Then ſhall we prove, how far his ſecret Flame 5 
Can bear a Rival, or deſerve a Miſtreſs, 

Ar. Firſt, let me treſyaſs on your gentle Patience: 


This Way I ſee old CoryPor advancing : | 1 
He comes, by my Appointment, to complain h M 
Of ove Ab ute, that s ofter'd to his Daughter; Ny 
And hopes, that your Authority will right him. T 

Arc, Tis true! ſomes hat of this Paſtora told me. 4, 


Ap. He's here, with all the Parties, to attend you, | 
E Corydon, Philli-a, Cimon, Mopſus, Damon, | "| 


ara other Shepherds, > : 

Cor. May all our Gods preſerve the noble Zrcas, * 
Lord of our Lands, and Flocks. 1 
Arr. Gocd Neighbours, welcome! | 
V hat teems amils, thit may concern your Welfare? | 
Cer. Ah! my good Lord, I have no Skill to ſpeech i, , 
ut Griet at Heart will always find a Tongue. * 
> y Lord, this home-bred Maid | call my Daughter, Th 
Site's all 1 have, and all my Hope; now I Has 
Would gladly fee her well diſpos' ip Marriage. or 
Ad thar ſhe might not die a Maid, unask'd, ad 
have declar'd one Half of what I have 1h 
Her Dow'r, in preſent; at my Death, the reſt. . Nov 
'Tis true, *tis litile; but (till, the Half is Half! And 
Now here, to | mag you, I have found her out Ine 
A Pair of wholetome Ycourlis, to take her Choice of; The 
Frothers they be, Sons cf my N eizh hour Dorus, 1nd 
This is ca!l'd Cimen, and the veunger Mcopjus? I wit 


Ti.ef 


bd. 7 


it, 
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Their Means, and Manners, ſuit her Breeding well, 
And both profeſs their Hearts are ſet upon her. 
Cim. Ves, and pleaſe you, Both cruelly in Love. 
| | | [Ha crying, 
Cor. Nay pr'ythee, Cimon, let me tell my Story, 
Arc, A little Patience, Fri-nd--- 
Mop. - - - - = Hoh! hoh! hoh! hoh! 
That Fool my Brother's always in the wrong! 
Cr. By! fy! Mojſus! now thou art worſe than he. 
Arc. On with thy Tale --- 
G - Now, Sir, theſe Lads, I fay, 
Were nothing in the way to croſs their Courtſhip, 
Might one or t'other make her a good Hu: bang, 
tut here, here, an't pleaſe you, lies our Grief! 
The wi ful Girl is ſcornful to them both. 
ind why ? becauſe, forſooth! ſhe loves another! 
Bit how! how is her Love diſpos'd? Why thus! 
This pranking gameſome Boy, this Damon here 
With Songs, an! Gambols, has I think bewitch' J her. 
His Pipe, it ſeems, has play'd her ſweeter Sounds, 
lad all the idle Day they toy and ſing together, 
eim. Ay fo they do, an't pleaſe you----- 
Cor. = = nn == = - Nay, nay, Cimoe: ! 
(im. Well, well! F vedone : but I'm ſure it's true tho 
Cor. So nothing now will down with her but-Damsy, 
ind what will Damon do? Why, ruin hr! 
Tie Lamb that's in the hungry Fox's Mouth, 
Has little Hope to ſcape being made his Breakfaft : 
tor he declares he ne'er intends to marry, 
dad openly defies my Power to force him, 
ard Defiance to a tender Father! Jeep. 
Now, good my Lord! 'tis true you're not our King, 
ind therefore none are bound, by Law, © obey you 
lat you've a ſtronger Tye o'er u, our Hearts. | 
The Man wy. re branded here, that ſcocn'd your Pleaſure | 
Ind the great Good you do us every Wan, 
Wilt make your Word go fanherZ”thina Lis: 
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So if your Pity think my Caſe is hard, 

I leave the Manner how, to your great Wiſdom; 

And hope your Goodneſs will prevent a Father's Sorrow 
Arc. O gon! how affecting is the Tongue * 

Of plain Simplicity--The honeſt Wretch! 

He moves me more with Nature's Eloquence, 

Than all the Points of our Athenian Orators. 

Thy Grief, goo! Cecrydon, | take to Heart, 

And, to my poor Extent of Power. will ſerye thee. 

Fut hear we now, what ethers may reply. 


Dumcn, thou*alt heard this good old Alan's Complaint, ; 


Why haſt thou dallied with this Mai 's Affection! 

Dam. My Lord, I mean the Laſs no harm, not I: 
'Tis true, I like her Lip, and ſo I do 
Some twenty others; and twenty others may 
Have all the ſame Demand to marry me! 

But, 'las-a-day ! tho* Kiſſing goes by Favour, 

A Man can't marcy every Girl he kiſſes! 

Were that a Claim, then ſhe, that firſt was kiſs'd, 
Should firſt be married; ſo I hope, my Lord, 

1 ſhall not be bound to do One right, in wrong 

To Hundreds, that ſhould come, in turn,. before her. 

Eg. Sircah ! thou mak'ſt thy Perjuries a Sport, 
And tbink'ſt thy Wit excuſes Wickedneſs. 

Dam. Not fo hard, good Maſter; for Maids ſometimes 
Are ſlippery Bits, as well as we; and he 
That has but one poor String to his ow, if that 
Should fly, will find but ſorry Sport a ſhooting. 

2 Knave!] thou'rta Nuſance; all thy Neighbours 

note thee 
For a Poacher: When Nuts are ripe, he cracks 
You half the Apan-ſtrings around the Country, 

Arc. Gently, Agon; let us ſuſpend Reproof, 
That we may hear, without Diiguiſe, his Thoughts. 
Well Domo, what Amends to Corydon? . 

V hot ſhall | fay Fhave done to right his Daughter 

Dan, Why lat the Dame pleaſe her (elf, my Ly 


of. 


Juts 
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f ſhe's diſpos'd to marry, there's her Choice. 

If to make Life a Frolick Here's her Man. 

There's no great Hardſhip, where the Will is free: 

As ſhe mult firſt conſent, before ſhe kiſſes, | 

| hope ſhe'll firſt have mine, before I marry, 

For though ſome Men have hang'd themſelves for 

Yet, I have known my Betters think a Wife | Maids, 

The worſt of Halters; ſo whate'er betide me, 

hope, you won't make Marriage, Sir, my Sentence 
Arc. IJhink'ſt thou a virtuous Bride, a Puniſhment? 
pam. A Halter made of $Silk's à Halter ill. 


| And as the Song wiſely ſays, my Lord, 


I ww 
The Man, for Life, 
That takes a Vijfe, 
Is like a thouſand diſmal Things: 
A Fox m Trap, 
Or worſe, mayhap ; 
An Onul, in Cage, that never ſings, 


Dull, from Moyn to Night 
He hate; her Sight, 

Yet he, poor Soul ! muſt endure it. 
Fed of Thorns ! 
Head of Horns ! 
Such a Li'e! 
Rope, or Knife, 

Can only cure it. 


* 


A Bull at Stake, 
To merry male, 
e roars a.oud, and the Laugh is ſirong 
Lile Dog, and Cat, 
Or Puſs, and Rat, 
Hs fights for Life, and it laſt; as long, 


3 
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But the Man that's free, 

Is like the Fee, 
While every Flower he's taſting. 

Never cloys, 
With bis Joys: 
Day, or Night, 
New Delight 

E only laſting. 


FRY You ſee, Sir, I have not aecus'd him fallly , 
He owns himſelf more wicked, than I ſpoke him, 
Arc. "Tis true, as ſuch we ſhall conſider him, 
Well, my good Friends, I hope what you propoſe 

[To Cim. and Mop, 

Will ſhew your Hearts are of an honeſt Mold. 
There ſtands the Maid; if you have ought to urge, 
That may prefer your Hopes to Damon 

Take this Occaſion to avow your Love: 
You have her Father's Wiſh, and m Protection. 

Cim. Ah! Sir, an' like you, | 'have no Heart to ſpeak; 
*the flouts, and glowts, It me, from Mora to Night, 


She how ſe looks i "cauſe ſne can't avoid me. 
Arc. Take Cres, lan, 'tis but her Maiden 
Shyneſs. 


Cim. D ye think fo, Sic? Why then [ will take Heart! 
If an cld Song will do the Thing, have at her. 


. 
There's not a Swain, 
Oz ihe Plain, 
BF ould be bleſ# as I, 
O could you but, could you but, on me le: 
Bat you are 
So ſer ere, 
Tha: trembiing a i:h Te, r, 
Ay Eaart goes f. t 4 bt! pit 4 fat alin 


— — 
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When T cry. 
Muſt I die? 
You make no Reply, 
But look ſhy, 
And with a ſcernful Eye, 
Kill me with your Cruelty : 
How can you be, can you be, 
How can you be, jo hard to me? 


kh! poor Cimon, thou art ne'er the nearer! 
Not all thy Sighs, nor Songs, nor Sobs can move her! 
| Cry ng. 

Cor. You fee, my Lord, the Lad tho' fearful, in 

His Heart is honeſtly diſpos'd however. 
Arc. Perhaps ſhe may be more inclin'd to A1. 
Eg. Come, Metſu:, now for thee, thy TTeart ſcenis 

cheertu) 

Mot. Ay! twas aiways ſo: I love rs la zugl. 

Let things go how they will: why let her froben 

As long a 2s Lumens bs d as ill as [, 

1 gives one s Mind a little Eaſe however! 

Happen as till, I fhall have him to laugh at! 

V, as he's for ſinging an old Song fadiy, 

Twill be bu: ſad, to try a new Ole matril. ; 


AIR III. 


Ble Phillida malls ler Cow, 
How have 1 flood ſnuriang ! 

Oh! the pretty Stream world flou, 
With a Feri;, and a Jerk in! 

Thy whiter Boſem too ſo head, 
Half out, and half in! 

That cj my Breath I was bereav'd, 
With a Fit of Laughing! 

T could not hold from laughing 
Haf ent, and half in! 
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Oh! to ſee them fall, and riſe, 

I laugh'd, til I loſt my Eyes: 
Half out, and haf in! 

And it was the pureſt Sight, 
E'er gave Delight, 
From Mon to Night, 

I cou d ha” diet, with laughing, 

With laugh: ing. 


g. Well ſaid, Mozſus Thou ſing'ſt it from thy 
And 'tis a merry one ----- (Heart, 
Mop. = .. Better than crying. 
Cor. Ah! Sir, we poor Swains have but homely Words, 
To ſpeak our Minds; but what we ſay, we ſtand to. 
Arc. An honeſt Principle Now, my good Friend; 
Let us inquire into thy Daughter's Heart: 
For that muſt guide us----- 
Corr. Phi lida, come near 
Arc. Well, my fair Maid! is there, within my Power, 
Ought, that may contribute to thy Happineſs ? 
Ob all theſe Youths, for thou are free to chuſe, 
Which is the Swain comes neareſt to thy Heart? 
Phill. Since I am forc'd to ſpeak the Truth, my 


[ own my Heart has play'd a ſimple Game; (Lord, 


1 know my Father's Kindneſs m-ans me well, 
And | could with I had the Power to pleaſe him; 
But I am loth to | ad a Savage Life: 
And ſure! theſe Lads were wo:ful Company, 
Cim, O ſcornful Maid! my Heart will burſt with 
Grief ! | Cris. 
Alp. Hoh! hoh! poor Cimon's in a bitter taking! 
| Laugh. 
Phil, Twere hard to chuſe, from ſuch Extreams of 
Damon, with all his Infidelities, [ Folly: 
Scems not to me, Sir, halt fo terrible! 
And I am more, than much afraid, I love him! 
"its true, I Know him fickle, falſe, and . 
; a 


<= = = =» ft 3] 


ver, 
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And I have try'd a thouſand, thouſand times, 


When cer my Heart is open, in he comes! 
Again ſubmits, and is again forgiven! 

Lene L love, and am again forſaken! 

Yet ſtill he fouls me on; and when he's abſent, 
With Zigh, and Songs, | thus relieve my Folly, 


A 1K IV. 
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To ſkut him from my Thoughts, but "twill not do! 


N hat Woman could do, I have try'd, to be free; 


Yet do al I can, 
I find I love him, and tho he flies me, 
Stil, ſtil he's the Man. 
They tel! me, at once, he to twenty will ſwear : 


When Vows are fo ſweet, who the Falſhood can fear ? 


So, whes you have ſaid all you can, 
S$till---ftil; hes the Man. 


II. 


I caught him ence making Love to a Maid, 
When to him I ran. 


He turu'd, and he kiſ.'d me, then who cou'd npbraid 


So civil a Mar? 
The next Day I found to a Third he was kind, 
I rated lim ſoundly, he ſwore, I was blind; 
So; let me do what I can, 
Sti.l----ſtill he's the Man. 


IIT. 


Ali the Porld bids me beware of kis Art: 
I do what I can; 
But he has taken ſuch ho'd of my Heart, 
I doubt he's the Man! 
So ſweet are his Kiſſes, his Looks are ſo kind, 
He may have his Faults, but if I none can find, 
I ho can do more than they can? 
He. ſtill is the Man 


— Do_—_ ds. — — 
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Arr. Ta%e Comfort, Corydon; all yet may mend 
Thy Daughter's frank Confeſſion of her Love ; 
Perſuades me of her guarded Innocence! 

And though licentious Damon may deſerve 
Severe Peproof ; yet for the Maiden's ſake 

(For what he ſuffers, her fond Heart will feel) 
\\'e will not harden him, by Puniſhment, 

Put rather tempt Eim, by Reward, to Virtue, 
Of this bad Matter make we then the beit, 

It therefore, Damon, thou, or any Swain, 

By Suit, or Service of his Love, can woe, 
And win this gemile Maid, to be his Bride, 

The Dow'r, which her kind Father has declar'd, 
My felt will double, on her Marriage-day, 
And give him, with her Hand, my farther Favour, 

Cor. May all the Gods preſerve the bounteous Arca! 
A double Portion! Now, my hone!t Lads, 

There's brave Encouragement to warm your Hearts 
Now ſhew your Skill, and who's the feateſt Fellow! 
Now ing, and dance her down to your Deſires! 
Now, Phillida, let faithleſs Damon ſee 

What Love, and Honeſty have gain'd, by Truth; 
And what his Pranks have loſt by Wickedneſs, 

Phill, Diſhoneſty ſhall never gain on me. 

Mop. A double Dowry, Cimon; now's our Time! 

Cim. Ay, but 'm t:nder-hearted ; my poor Hopes 
Weill never bloſſom, while ſhe looks ſo froſty ! 

Cor. Learn of thy Brother, Lad; thou ſeeſt he knows 
No Fear, nor Grief: Up with thy Heart, and at her, 

Cim, Well then, ſince you encourage me, I will. 

Cor. Well ſaid, my Boy! Ah! this joyful Day 
Has ſet my Heart upon the merry Pin! 

Op I was young, 'was thus I play'd the Swen 
cart, 


10WS 


her, 
vill. 


weer. 


IX 
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I hen 1 follow d a Laſs, that was froward, ad fy, 
0! 1 ſtuci: to her Stuff, till I made ker compi:; ! 
0 ! I wol her ſo lovingiy round the It Al, 
Aud I [maci*'d her Lips, and I held her t! 
When hugg d, and haild, 
e ſqueal'd, and [quail ; 
And tho ſhe vou d, all I did was in vam 
Jer I pleas'd her ſo well, that ſhe bore it again ! 
Tet 1 pleas'd, & 
Then Hoe) bs y! 
1 Hin, 19692 
Green WAS ker Con 8,07 my Cra 
0! ſuch Was toe Joy % 052 6444 . Days / 
0! ſuch was the Foy of our dentu! L's! 


Arc. Well done, my merry cart Come, Co quen, 
Now let us leave-theſe Lovers frac ta e.. 
lud he that firſt ſubduing, and {ub0uet, 

Comes Hand in Hand, to ask her Brill.) Vow'r, 
I farther Token of my Love, m 
Will crown him with a Chaplet, wort.. his Wearing. 

Eg. Now for the Garland! --- 

Mop. - - - = = - Live the noble Arras / 

Arc. Egon! bring thou Amyntas to the Grove 
Of Citrons, there Paſtora ſhall receive 
thlautus, [ Ex, Arcas and gon ſeverall/.. 

Cor, = Let me but live to ſee that Knave, 

That grac-leſs Damon bobb'd ! let him but wear 
The Willow! I'll jump into my Grave, 
With Joy - - - - [Exit Cor. 

Dam. - - - So! now have I probably 
ill my whole Work to do over again! 

This double Dow'r, no doubt, will turn her Brain, 
and ſet the Wind-mill of her Sex a going. 


Aﬀfide. 


Mos, 
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Aop. Now! Cimon, now! 

Cim. - - - - I'd rather you'd ſpeak firſt, 

Mop. No, you are the Elder —— 

CW. But iny Heart miſgives me. 

Phill. Still ſilent! no kind Offer yet from Dame 
Has Fortune no Effect upon his Heart? F179 

Cim. No, no, It II you, I ſhall never hit 
Ine Tune alone----- 


S Well chen, be ſure you back me. 


„ 


Tell me, Philly, teil me roundly, 

When you wil, your Hears ſurrender ? 
Cim. Faith, and Treth ! 1 love thee woundly, 

And I was the firſt Pretender. 


Mop. Of us Boys, 
Cn, Tale thy Choice: 
Mop. Here's a Heart------ 


Cim - - - - And here's a Hand too. 
Mop. His, or mine, 
Cim, All is thine. 
Both. — Body and Goods at thy Command io 


PLill. How harſh and tedious is the Voice 
Of Love, from any but the Voice deſit'd! 


a RAVI 


While you both pretend a Paſſioa, 
Twould be cruel to chuſe either; 
To treſerve your Inclination, 
1 muſt kindly fix on aether. 
To be juſt, 
I now muſt 
Make yours, and yours be equal Caſc: : 
Therefore pray, 
From this Day, 
1 never may behold your Faces, 


* 
id. 


Now 
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Now be ſilent; if Damon is inclin d 
To ſpeak, his Turn is next, you've had your Anſwer. 
Mob. Well! let him ſpeak ] mayhap your Face 
ay get as little good from him, as ours 
rom you; 'tisn't every Man will marry you; 
Don't cry, Cimon; it only makes her prouder. 
Cim. She has given me ſuch a Kick o' the Heart, 
[ ſhall never recover it------ 
Fill, -- --- Hark thee, Cimon ! 
[ like thee better than thy Brother far. 
Cim. O! the Gracious! do you truly, and truly? 
phil. I'll give thee Proof this Inſtant ! take him hence, 
lud keep him from my Sight, an Hour at leaſt, 


Ind when thou ſeeſt me next, come thou without him. 


Cim. Give me thy Hand on't---- 
Phil/, -----Huſh ! not now, they'll ſee us. 
Away with him - 
cim. A Word's enough---I'Il do't. 
Come, Mopſus, come away---for I have a thing, 
Ind ſuch a thing to tell thee, Boy----- 
Mop. . What ails 
The Fool! Thou'rt mad! 
m. ---Mad! Ay, and fo would you 
te too, were my Caſe yours; but come away. 
Mop. Nay, not ſo faſt, good Cimon---- 
cim,--Faſter, Aop/u., faſter. | Cimon hurries off Mopſus. 
Dam, My charming Creature! this was kindly done! 
Never was Favour, to a Fool, ſo well 
Dilembled ! ----- 
Phill, --- Yes, I have learn'd, from you, Diſſembling. 
And you'll again diſſemble, to reward me. 
Dam, Why fo ſuſpicious, Fhillida? Don't I love thee ? 


hy all this Buſtle, at my Heart, when thus 


| touch thy Hand, or gaze upon thy Eyes! 
Give me thy Lips, and fee how thou'rt miſtaken. 
Phill, No, Damon; Lips are but liquoriſh Proofs 


ef Love, and thine too often haye deceiy'd me. 
AIR 
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AIR VIII. 
Dam. ------ Away with Suſpjcion, 
That Bane to Defire, 
The Heart that love; truly, all Danger defies : 
The Rules of Diſcretion 
But ſtifle the Fire ; 
on its Merit alone true Beauty relies. 


\. What Folly to tremble, 

Leſt the Lover diſſemble 
* His Fire? 

Turtles that woe, 

Bill and Cooe : 

While we enjoy 

We muſt be true! 

And to repeat it, is all, 

All we can deſire. 


Phill. "Tis thus thou always haſt decoy'd my Hear' 
Thou know'ſt I love, and therefore wouldſt undo me. 


Dam. | know thou loveſt, and therefore would ſecur: 
[thee, 


AIX IX. 


Phill. hie yon purſue me, 
Thus to undo me, 
| Sure Rum lies in all you ſay. 
25 To bring your Toying, 
to Enjoying, 
Call firſt the Prieſt, and name the Day. 
Then, then name tle Day. 
Laſſes are vi ling 
As Lads, for Piiliag, 
When Marriage Vows are kindly preſt. 
Let holy Father 
Tye us together, 
Then, bil! your Fill, and bill your beſt ; 
Then, then Lill your beſt, 


Tan. 


Tan. 


Dam. What, not a Hand, a Lip, for old Acquain 
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rance ? 
Not one poor Sample of the Grain, my Dear, 
Unleſs I make a Purchaſe of the Whole! . 
phil. No, Damon; now tis time to end our Fooling. 
Conſent to wed me, or forbear to love. 
pam. What! doſt thou think to ſtarye me into 
Marriage ? . 
Phil', II ſtarve my (elf, but I'll avoid thy Falſhood! 
Gaze where thou wilt, I'll feed no ranging Lovers. 
Dam. No----nor I won't be pounded, while I can 
lea 
i Hedge : So keep your Graſs for Calves to graze on. 
need not go a Mile for Paſture, Dame, 
ind good as any Meal that you can make me. 
Phill, Do, leave me, do, and prove thy ſelf a Traytor ! 
Faithleſs, Inhuman Damn! 
Dam Mighty well! 
This double Dow'r, I find, has turn'd thy Brain! 
And thou would'ſt make me madder than thy ſelf! 
1 Husband ! Death! a Mill-horſe ! what, to grind, 
ind grind, in one poor hopeleſs Round of Life! 
To-day, to-morrow, and to-morrow, {till 
To plod the Path I trod the Day before! | 
0! methinks I feel the Collar on my Shoulders! 
Phill. Abandon'd Damon! now | begin to hate thee. 
Dam. I'm glad, my Mittreſs, that you'll ſpeak 
your Mind! | 
dome Girls will fool you on till one's Heart aches. 
but fince I know your Play, Forſooth, hang lag, 
day I, and ſo farewell, fair Phillila. 


. 
Dam. Fl range the NM orid, where Freedom reigns, 
And ſcatter Love around the Plains. 
Phill, Tli farve my Love, and rather part, 
Than yield my Hand, to fool my Heart. 
: Dam, 


48 Love «© a RTIDD Tx. 


Dam. The Frowns of This, I ne'er take Ill: 
here One denies, there's Ito that will, 
Phill. Since Maids by Kindneſs ae undone ; 
A. ien, Mankind; I'll ſigh for none. 
Dam. No frozen Laſs ſhall hold me long. 
Phill. No Swain, that's falſe, my Love ſhall wrong, 
Dam. Farewell, farewell tis time to part. 
Phill, Thus ſrom thy Hold, I tear my Heart, 
Both. Farewell, farewell &c. 


DEATH AGE RENE 


The SCENE changes to a Pliaſant Gartes 
adjoining to the Houſe of Arcas. 


Enter Arcas conducting Philautus, with gon 
and Amy ntas. 


Arc. Once more you're welcome to our Cottage, Sit; 
And what 1s wanting in Magnificence, 

Shall be ſupply'd in Will, and Wiſhes, to delight you, 

Phil. Your civiliz'd Deportment ſtill retains 
The Courtier----that ſuffices----You are polite. 

You know my Birth, and what my Rank requires. 
And tho* my Life has always ſtream'd with Pleaſures, 
1 love ſometimes t'unbend from crowded Courts, 
And ſnuff the Rural Air---Your Hounds are good? 

Arc. Of the old Spartan Breed: All ſtaunch as Truth, 
High-mettled on the Scent, and in full Cry 
The jolly Chorus thunders in the Vale. 

A ſporting Stag will better ſpeak their Virtue. 

Phil. We'll find an early Day. And now, my Lord, 
Nothing ſeems wanting to compleat my Welcome, 
Burt fair Paſtora, and the Field before me! 

A ſtarted Beauty ſtrains me into Speed, 
And like the Greyhound ſweeps me to the * 
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Courtiers have Arts to make their Conqueſts caſy ; 


Are. 
kat where the Skilful, and the Graceful join, 
bur Rural Virgins muſt on ſight ſurrender. 


phil, She will not find it eaſy to eſcape me. 

Eg. Sure, ſhe will not find it difficult to try! Aſide. 

phil. In Court, our Dames have prov'd me, to their 
Coſt, 

fre. She gains a Conqueſt, that's by you ſubdued ! 

Phil, Polite, and Courtly ! finely turn'd, my Lord! 

thegains a Conqueſt, that's by you ſubdued! 

te does indeed ! for I'm not eaſily pleas'd, 

Fe. She is, I'm ſure, that can be pleas'd with thee. 

| CAſide. 

dil. I, ſometimes, have been Nice to Cruelty. 

Xe. If Modeſty can charm, ſhe's loſt indeed ! 

4c. But we delay my Daughter's Happineſs: 

four Leave a moment, to conduct her. Ex. Arcas, 

imyn. What ſudden Terrors have o'ercait my Heart? 

Eg. Well, Sir, we now ſhall ſee your Courtly Skill! 


un let me tell you, that our homebred Nymphs, 


toweyer eaſy to the humble Lover, 
(an to the Heart, that comes afſur'd of Conqueſt, 
ume a Pride, regardleſs as the Wind, 


hen on the Mountain's Head it bends the Cedar, 


Mal, Thy Rural Bluntneſs, gon, much delights me: 
Ne ſometimes have, in Court, a Croll, like thee. 

ind when the Oddneſs of a Creature's pleaſant, 

Ne join the Laugh, and give their Humours way. 


Eg. Juft as we ſometimes treat a Coxcomb here. 
now and then they come to ſteal our Daughters : 
Tough I ne'er heard their Sighs have much prevail'd. 
Pei. But, honeſt gon, thou ſhalt find, we Courtiers 
ſharper Darts, than ſimple Sighs, to ſhoot with. 
Skilful do not ask, but give Relief. | 
Ag. Our ſimple Swainz would thank you for that 
they are always humble, till the Nymph ['Secrer. 
ind; and then they're ſimply - grateful too. 
| C Pl 
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il. O Ruſtick Notions! No, dear Egon, to; 
A Woman's Pride is pamper'd by our Fear-; 
He only can reduce that dares provoke it. 

g. A Courage ſo determin'd mult be ſure 
Of Conqueſt, Sir,---But ſee ! your tair Defiance, 


Enter Arcas with Paſtora. 


Arc. This, my Paſtora, is the Noble Youth, 
Whom my Approvement offers to thy Choice : 
High is his Lineage, his Appointments equal: 
But my weak Praiſe would wrong his full. Deſervings, 
Thou art thy ſelf to judge of his Perfection, 
Vor nothing is impos'd upon thy Will: 
he brave Philautn; ſcorns Advantages, 

Aud leaves his Cauſe to Love, that thy free Heart 
Nlay rather ſoften, to his own Perſuaſt;ns, | 
Than yield reluctant, with a cold Obedi. ace, 

Fhil. Yes, lovely Maid! compell'd Affection (tains 
The Lover's Glory, and degrades his Conquett ! 
Ine generous Heart diſclaims all Aids, but Love! 
Ye; be compos'd, I'll uſe a gentle Power: 

I know the Terrors that invade your Sex, 

V/ hon Love firſt makes his Onſet of Deſire; 
Your teauties trembic! and your Charms retreat! 
I therefore thall a while ſuſpend my Vows, 
Till your own ſecret Wiſhes ſigh to hear them, 
All I, in preſent, ſhall propoſe, is firſt, | 
That wich an Eye impartial you ſurvey me; 
Hear with Attention, willing to admire; 

"Then when you are inclin'd to ſpeak---ſpeak free 
Nor let your Virgin Coyneſs veil your Heart. 

Paſt. Sir, I muſt own you have already cur'd 
My Fears, thoſę Fears, that ere you ſpoke, opprels'd mt. 
At one ſhort View, I read your Mind, and Perſon! 
Which equally have given Surprize, and Wonder! 
And ſince ſo generouſly you uſe your Power, 


As not i enforce it; with a Father's Will; 1 


5; 
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The leaſt. I can in Gratitude return, 

is not alone to hear; bat, on the Place, 

To an{wer what I bear: Voeu may proceed. 

There . ſeems no Terror ia a Courtier's Love 
hi. A Heart ſo dauntleſs ſtirs my Emulation! 

But let me tell you, Fair One, you have now 

B:fore your Eyes no common- moulded Lover; 

A Man leſs u&'d to ask, than to refuſe 

Your Sex's Favours ! Beauty may have Eyes, 

Yet Men have Arts to give alternate Wounds. 

Thouſands may hope, but few have equal Charms 

To fix a curious Heart- - - -- and yet, methinks 

Your Eye, my Fair, darts an unuſual - ſomething - - -- 

That calls for farther Gazing - ----- -- 


[After a bing Pauſe, his 'Laoks riſing gradually to 4 
gracious Approbation, he proces, 


„ Virgin! Tou 

Have Beauty - -- - I confeſs it; to be juſt, v 

| own your Charms are worthy of my Thought; 

On your own Conduct, now, depends your Happineſs! 
Paſt, A Heart, that to our Sex has been ſo fatal, 

Deterrs the Paſlion which its Worth wou'd raiſe, 

Or leads th' Unwary to avoidleſs Ruin: 

And, to be free, I dare not truſt you with Eſteem. 
Phil. Agreeable Suſpicion! but Il caſe 

tour Fears, and make your Hopes, at once, 

Your Sex's Envy, and your Swains Deſpair. 

Come, come, I read your Soul! ſuch tender Scruples 

Never ariſe, but from the Heart inclining ; 

The Lover ſcoru'd is never tax'd with Falſhood. 

You ſe, my Fair, I know the Depths of Love, 

and all your coy Meanders of the Heart. 

_ Paſt, How can you triumph, where you've won 

ſio liule? | 
Phil. This Modeſty alone were worth my Conqueſt. 
Paff, I find, Sir, 1 diſpute your Happineſs ia yain. 

; C 3 | And 


/ 
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And ſince I can't perſuade you to Deſpair, 
Thus let me warn our Sex's Vanity: 
| AIR KI. 
No more, vain Virgins, boaſt your Power ; 
For Naturs is inverted : 
To be bleſt, you muſt adore, 
Or bs by Swains deſerted. 
Sweet Lovers now, at Sight, ſurprize, 
And give ſuch wondrous Pleaſure, 
That when the Nymph, deſpairing, dies, 
The Swain will deign to eaſe her. 

Phil. Engaging Creature! what remains, is now 
The Means to make your Conqueror, your Captive, 
An eaſy Task---- but PII explain the Secret. 

AIR XII. 
De you, perhaps, my lovely Fair, 
Have Charms that greatly move me; 
Yet all your future Pais, and Care, 
Muſt be, to male me love you. 
Your Fate alone depends on me, 
You are but what I make you ; 
Divinely Lleſt, if I prove trus; 
Undone, if 1 forſake you. | Phil. turn: to fg, 
Paſt. Nay then, tis time to undeceive his Folly ! 
But it repays the Pain, to find Amyntas 
Has been the Witneſs of our Interview: 
Sure the Contempt this Trifler has receiv'd, 4 
Will juſtify my Heart, and ſtill preſerve 
That ſoft Eſteem, which he has ever ſhewn me. 
Arc. Well, good Amyntas, tell me, and ing 
Friendſhip, 
W hat are thy Thoughts cf this Corinthian Noble? 


Would'ſt thou not wiſh Paſtora to receive him, | Apart 


Aud give her Charms th* Improvement of a 
Curt? 

Aw. Yruur Wiſdom, doubtleſs, had reſol''d 

Paſlara law him, Si [ befcre 
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May recommend, or diſapprove, this Union. 
Am. Since you deſcend, to ask a young Man's 
Counſel, | | 


Are. Suppole it ſo, 
Yet I would gladly know how far thy Senſe 2 


| That mine, Sir, may be better juſtified, 


ermit me to recite, what you yourſelf 

Have oft commended, as the Virgin's Leflon. 

Tho“ much, I fear, my Skill will marr the Muſick. 
Ag. No matter; thou, at leaſt, wilt give it Meaning. 
Am. That, Sir, were worthy of Paſtor's Ear, 


Firgins, beware how ya fix on a Lover! 
t eds of Flowers may harbour 4 Snake; 
Gold and Silver gayly may cover 
Heads that wander, and Heart: that forſalæ. 
ourily Rovers, 
When bound for Lit, 
Seldom Lovers 
Prove to the Fiſe. 
But en the Plains poor Swains are tru ; 
Nor love themſelves, but die ſor Tow. 


Phil. Poor Swain! ſome lighted Lover, I preſume! 

Eg. A Lover fayour'd, or my Eyes deceive me | aſide. 

Arc. Tis well apply'd, Amyntas - - follow me. 
| have of Moment ſomething for thy Ear. 


IA Lover, Sir, like you, that knows the Coaſt, [Zo Phil. 


Needs not a Pilot, when ſo near the Shore: 

| therefore leave you to compleat your Conqueſt. 
Phil. Your Complaiſance has made Arcadia Corinth. 
Arc. Daughter, with Joy, I have beheld thy Conduct 

| ſee thou know'ſt to value Men, by Merit. 

And that thy Heart may a& more open to 

Tay Wiſhes, I retire - - maintain thy Virtue. 


C 1 [Ex. 
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Ex. Arcas and Amyntas. gon /eliowing 
is detain'd by Philautus. 


Pajt. What can this mean? Is then my | 
Father pleas'd | 
V ith the Contempt I've thrown upon this 
Stranger, oe | 
Whom ke himſelf preſented ? Can it be? par, 
'I'v.as by his Leave too, that Amyntat ſung, 
Enccurag'd to addreſs his Strains to me. 
Jake heed, fond Heart, nor flatter thy Neſires. 
Let Time, that undertakes thy Fate, confirm it.“ 

11. Believe me, Mon, I deſire thy Preſence, 
Without a Friend, a Miſtrefs lofes halt 
er Charms. I love a itnefs of my Power, 

For what's a Triumph, where there's no Spectatot! 
All iy Succefles with the | air are publick. 
Ag. Well, Sir, I'll ſtay, in hopes that your fair 
XIiſtreſs | 
May, in her turn, have Cauſe to triumph too, 

i kil 'Tis true, my Friend; my Favour is her Triumph; 
Thou ſceſt, we Courtiers know a ſhorter way 
Than Sighing, to the Heart - - - - - - | 

E89... Tis ſhort indeed! 

For I perceive not yet, you've ſaid on: Word, 
So much to raiſe her Merit, as your own. : 

Phil. Why - - no- - not but I ſlightly own'd her Charms 
Had Power, and that's enough ! 'The Art of Love 
Is not to praiſe your Fair One to a Goddeſs, 

But to diſlolve her Pride, with Admiration, 
And be yourſelf the Object of Deſire. 
Eg. Ay! there! you have, beyond Belief, ſucceeded. 

Fhil. But I have farther Subject for her Wonder. 
Now, my fair Nymph! not that my Heart is yan; 
Bur yet to ſhew the Value of your Conqueſt, 
Permit me, to inform you of the Fate 


Of 


— — 


rms 
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Of a fam'd Reman Beauty, who at Corinth 
Hearing of my intended Marriage, took 
Mortal Draught, which ended, with her Hopes 
Of me, kT Life; and in her lateſt Pangs, 
Turning her faint cemplaining Eyes upon me, 
Firewel, vain faithleſs World, ſhe cry'd! I die 
\ Vidim to Papuliy's Cruelty! 

Poſt. Faf. 92 


1k:.---- The Name her Fondneſs gave me. 

Als. Fajuzo! 

phil. - - Ve: a Roman Appellation, 
Obſerve its melting Sofineſs - OI Pai 


gare, twas the gemleſt Creature ! - - But however, 
To give her, even in Death, her due Revenge, 
And ro immortalize her Fallon, I 
Compos'd an Ode, which the fam'd Sappho might 
With Pride have own'd, and net have wrong'd her 
Genius. 
Faſt. May we intreat the Favour, Sir, to hear it? 
Phil. My Voice, I doubt, will ill commend the Lines; 
Jut what that wants, Expreſlion ſhall ſupply. 


ATR: V. 


Cruel Creature, 
Muſt I languiſh ! 
Savage Nature! 
See my Anguiſh ; 
Doom'd to love, and love in wain! 
O Papilio! 
Can you fly me? 
Can you, will you 
Still deny me? 
O Papilio ! 
due kind Look, to ſooth my Pain 
Cruel Creature, 
See my Anguiſh ! 
Hear a dying Maid complain ! 
C 4 ＋2. 
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Eg. This is indeed a doleful Ditty, Sir. 
Paft. How could you let ſo ſoft a Creature periſh! 
Phil. Love, like Ambition, raſhly ſeeks its Ruin. 
Her Fondneſs ſet no Bounds to her Deſire. 
She graſp'd at more, than was her Beauty's Due, 
Was mine a Heart to be inzzroſs'd by One; 
Where a whole Court had equal Claim to Fayour? 
Paſt. Ye Powers! are theſe your Principles avond! 
Are then the Laws of Honour, Nature, thus 
_ Regarded ? - - « - - 
g. - + So! his Vanity, at laſt, 
Recoils upon himſelf, and gives her Scorn 2 
The fair Excuſe of Honour, to renounce him, 
Phil. And why, my Fair, ſo ſuddenly tranſported? 
Paſt. Could you then think, a Heart, like your, 
fo ſtain'd : | 
In Cruelty, could find Reception kere ? 
Phil, I thought a i'eart ſo eminently grzced 
Wuh C. nqueſts, only could deſerve Paſtora. 
Paſt. No l to the Mares of your Roman Miſtreſs, 
That wretched Martyr of your cruel Nature, 
My vengeful Hate ſhall make your Love the Victin 


AIR XV. 


How, inhumane, faithleſs Creature! 
Could ſt thou wrong ſuch tender Youth t 
How, againſt all Senſe of Nature, 
Kill ſuch Innocence, and Truth ? 
While thou ſing ſt ber mournful Duty, 
Baſe, remorſeleſs, falſe Ingrate! 
H-r Diftreſſes move my Pity, 
And for thee, my mortal Hate. 


Phil. What new Extravagance of Love, my Fair, 
Has chang'd thy Gentleneſs to Jealouſy ? 
Can a dead Rival's Charms diſturb thee ?------ 


Paſt. V @ o» < ® ves The 


1 


ur, 
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The Charms that had ſo well deſery'd thy Heart, 


Finding ſuch cruel Treatment from thy Power, 
Confirm, what Charms inferior muſt expect, 
And warn the Wary to deteſt thy Love! 
Phil. Nay now, thy Tenderneſs refines to Folly, 
Paſt, Hence! from my Sight, left worſe than Scorn 
attend thee. | 
g. I doubt, Sir, here our Triumph has been puſnt 
Too far . 
Phil. ---'Tis true! the Tender in her Heatt 
Preyails, and therefore, with the Tender, ſtill 
Muſt be recall'd, and ſoftned to her Wiſhes. 


AIX XVI. 
Muſt I deſpair? 
Kill me, but kill me lere! 
Here, at your Feet ll die, 
But, from your Sight to fly, 
I; more than Lowe, or Life, can bear 


Still celd and cruel be, 

Dart from your Eyes Diſdain 
Yet while th ſe Eyes I ſee 

Some Pleaſure ſtill vel eves the Pai 
Kill me, but &c. 


Paſt. How, Agon, ſhall I. rid me of this 
Folly 2 
The more his Love's abus'd, the more his Pride 
Perverts my Meaning, and evades the Scorn 
Eg. Give him a hearty Farewel, and retire. 
Paſt. He has, indeed, reduc'd me to explain. 
"ou Tis done, my Friend; again her ſoftning 
yes . 
Incline to pardon, and reſume Deſire! 
Aud to purſue my Conqueſt---thus---- 
PT. XT e Saber! 
| T0 Since, 


Apart, 
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„ Sir, I find your high Opinion of 
You 1-if can take Averſion for Eſteem; 
Enjuy your i4zppin:ſs, but moleft not mine. 
Admire your ſelf, and ſhew a manly Spirit! | 
De ſpiſc my Frowns, and give me Scorn for Scorn, 
Fly to ſom e nobler Heart that taſtes your Merit, 
And leave raſtera to bemoan her Folly, 
g. Troth, Sir, 1 think 'twould be a fair 
Revenge. 
7 hil. Agen, T know what Meaſures will be- N Her: 
come me, 


AIX XVII. 


paſt. Hoa hapty's the Man, that like yon, Sir, 
His preity dear Perſca admuir.-s! 
ho, when with the Fair it won't do, Sir, 
Centent to his Idol re tires. 
He turns to bis Glaſs, 
V re, in his ſueet Face, 
Such raviſbing Beauties diſcloſe; 
His Heart on fire, 
Is ſure his Deſire 
No Rival will ever oppoſe. 


Bat wen to 4 Nymph a Pretender, 
Poor Mortal, he ſlits on a Shelf! 
Ee little a 14 ing will defend her 
From one, that males Love to himſeif! 
While nice in Dreſs, 
And ſure of Succeſs, 
Re thinks ſhe can never get free; 
With miling Eyes, 
Se rallies, "and flies, 
And links at his Merit, lite me. 
| Exit Paſton, 
Tg. Wos ever ſuch a ſtrange Relapſe! 
TRE ͤ WK. Surprizing! 


Hos, 


Love u 4 RivpL:t. $9 


gon, I feat Diſorder in her Brain! 

Didſt thou obſerve, how incoherently 

She ſung, and wander'd from her ſoft Deportment? 
Eg. Tis plain, ſhe is not what we thougllit her---+ 
Nůiwu— „ No! 


Tt muſt be Frenzy! Love has flrange Effects! 


This is the ſtrongeſt Arrow, that I ever or:w!' 
g. So ſtrong, 1 doubt, we've over-ſhot the lark! 
At leaft, I fee, you have not touch'd her Wings! 


AIR XVIII. 


Phil, O let her go! 
Pooh ! let her go! 
Maids like wounded Doves will fly : 
The pretty Thing. 
1ho' oa the I ing, 
Down muſt fail, and ſure to die! 


In her Heart, 
Tis Dart 
She flies uit, 
Has at her ſura; 
Now ! now ! 
She's panting for the Cure! 


No, Zgon, no! tis now too late to fly me. 
| know I've touch'd her, and my Shafts are fatal! 
la the next neighbouring Grove, ſhe drops of courſe! 
There J ſhall find her helpleſs, in her Wounds, 
And tame to my Deſire : But I mutt follow, 
And, like a skilful Woodman, ſave my Game, 
Thy Prefence, Agon, frightned her away ! 
Twas too far carried, to have others ſee 
ſhe ſoft Conſulion of her yielding Heart; 
Which, if alone, had been with Joy diſclos'd. 
Eg. Of what ſtrange Stutt are Courc'ers Heads 
com pos'd! | I. S 
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Se e ec 


The SCENE changes to an outward Part | 
of a Grove. © 
Enter Arcas and Amyntas, 


Arc. Amyntas, I have weigh'd thy beſt Excuſes, 
And find thy Mo:eſty, that makes them, but 
A fironger Motive to my Truſt propos'd: 
It thou would'ſt keep thy Place within my Heart 
Comply with my Deſires 
Am. - - - - > = = » My noble Lord, 
Since Diffidence no longer can diſſuade, 
My due Obedience with your Will complies: 
To my poor Power, I will diſcharge this Truſt, 
Are. Now thou haſt gain'd upon my Love, Amy, 
The preſent Hour employs thee: Here, within | 
This Grove, a while amuſe thes, till I ſend her: 
There, in an Inſtant, ſhall Paſtera find thee. ¶ Exit Arcas, 
Am. What will my Fate do with me! O Paſtora! 
Is Ioſt 1myntas, then, the choſen Wretch, 
Lo point thee ont a Lover worthy of 
Thy Heart? Where ſhall this worthleſs World produce 
And by the generons Arcas too, my Patron, ſhim? 
ls this high Task impos'd! What Power can favethee? 
Muſt I, if true to Love, be falſe to him? 
Or true to Arcas, muſt 1 loſe Paſtora ? 
Nay, what would Falſhood, if purſued, ayail? 
were terrible, tho' guiltleſs, to avow my Love! 
To meet her Scorn (for Scorn muſt ſure attend it!) 
were ſharper Pain, if poſſible, than to 
Behold her, happy, ia a Rivas Arms; 
Which Way ſoe'er I turn, Deſpair ſurrounds me! 
Like the poor Pilot, while his Veſſel burns, 
J pauſe, to periſh in the Flames, or Waves! 


AIR 


rt | 


AIR 
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Vas ever, than mine, a Fats more ſevere; 
| To periſh in Silence, or die by Deſpair ? 
Deſpairing, I languiſh a Lover conceal d, 
Yet the Cauſe of my Anguiſh gives Death, if reveal'd : 
While her Birth is ſo high, my Fortune ſo loaw, 
By her Frown I muſt die, if I tell her my Woe. 
Was ever, than mine, a Fate more ſevere; 
To periſu in Silence, or die by Deſpair : Exit. 
Enter Paſtora. 
Paſt. Sure, twas Amyntas* Voice, and Love that 
weed Rn 
A Sound ill-boding to the loſt Paftora / 
I fear ſome Nymph unknown has ſeiz'd his Heart, 
t muſt be ſo! all but too well agrees 
With what my Father, know ing, has injoin'd. 
Yet why is mine this Task? He could not, ſure, 
Suppoſe Amyntas ſigh'd for me! Ah, no, 
He would not then have ſent me to relieve him! 
For often has he warn'd me to regard 
My Birth, and ſhun the humbler Swains beneath me: 
Which, to this Hour I have obfery'd, with Sorrow. 
How far this ſweet Occaſion, to reveal 
My Pain, I may refift--- I dare not think on! 
Yet ſure no Pain exceeds canceal'd Deſire. 


AIR XX. 


Whi': Groves alone / ear me complain, 
Like the Lily, when drooping I pine, 
If filent, I languiſh in Pain, 
How can his Heart ever be mine? 


O Cupid ! aſſvage what I feel, 

Since my Fau't is but loving too well : 
O! let my Diſtreſ to conceal, _ 

Bs leſs than the Pain is to tell. 
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Am. Thus, while the warbling Philomel complain, 
The liſt'ning Swain partakes her tuneful Sorrow. 
Paſt. My Griefs, Amyntas, ſympathiſe with thine, 
Thy plaintive Strains have giv'n my penſiye Heart 
Diſtreſs unfelt before--- OT 
AM, =» = = = » Are then our Griefs 
So equally ſevere, as to deſerve 
Our mutual Pity : Sure a focial Balm, 
So ſweetly healing, might aſſuage the Pain. 
Paſt. Or may — it, from the Cauſe miſtaken, 
Am. Why are thoſe. Cauſes then conceal'd, ſince on 
Our Cure, our future Happineſs depends ? 
Paſt. That Queſtion, thou, Amyntas, mult refolye' 
For, to that Turpoſe, has my Father ſent me, 
To ſearch thy Griets, and by Advice to heal them. 
Am. The ſame Injunction has he laid on me, 
That I ſh-uld give due Praiſes to thy eaſy Scorn 
Of vain Fhilautus- Love, and to thy Heart 
Commend a Swain, whoſe Virtues might deſerve thee. 
But fay, Paſtora, did he tell thee, thar 
He knew Amyntas lov'd ? 


Paſt, - - - - - - Thy Strains confeß'd it. 
An. If that were Proof, thy Strains confeſyd the 
lame. 


Paj;. We often ſing ot Sorrows not our own. 
£m, Of ſuch, paſiora, might Amyntas ling. 
Paſt. May we then hope that neither of us love? 
Am. If both could love with Hope, twere hap- 
pier ſtill! 
Paſt, But that alas! for e'er's deny'd to me! 
Compell'd by frowuing Honour to deſpair ! 


Am. The fame ſlern Erow affrights 4myntas Hope. 


Faſt. Do' ſt thou then love below thy Birth, 4mynia? 


Am, Were that my Fate, I might declare my Flame. 


But Fears like mine can neyer reach Paſtors ; 


. For 
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For, in Ar cadin, ſhe has no Superior, 
paſt, And therefore is ſhe doom'd to hide her Heart. 
4m. O Love! how equal are our Woes, and yet 


How oppoſit e their Cauſe ! 


Am. 
Paſt, 
Am, 
Paſt, 
Both. 


Paſt, 


AIR XII. 


vo. my Grief is ſevere, it relieves me to ſep, 
That the Swain, who inflitts it, conceives not "tis He. 
The Swain that ſubdues me 1 dare not reveal; 
That Im an ere be woes me, I tremble to tell: 
Tho' my Ruin it frove, 20 I eakneſs III ſhow ; 
Ti encu;h, that 1 love, and too much he ſhould luci, 
Th" my Grief is ſevere, it relieves me to [ce, 
That the Swain wha inflifts it, conceives net tis He, 


Am. And yet Faſtora, ſure, might truſt a Friend, 

A Friend appointed to receive the Secret! L 
Paſt. Is not my Charge the fame on thee, Amyn- 
4m. What Evil can attend thy firſt declaring: 

Paſt. Till I firſt know Amynias Heart, wy Flame 

For ever ſtifled in my Breaſt ſnal! die, 


A IR XXII. 


Cupid, he'p a Swain's Deſpair / 
Teach his Tongue to loſe his Fear / 
Cupid ! grant the Swain I love, 
May for Me my Anguiſh prove / 
Muſt I drag this hopeleſs CH ai 
Muſe I ever ſigh in van? 

Love conceal d is endieſs Pain 


Am, * Cupid, he a Swain's Deſj air ! 


Cure my Love, or kill m Tear 
Both, 
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Swain 
May for Me my Anguiſh prove. 
Paſt. Amyntas, as thou wow'dlt preſerve my rhe 


Both. e O! grant, the Nymp h 8 I love, 


Tell me the Nymph, that gives Me Pains for 
Am. How dreadful is the Precipice I ſtand on 
But yet remember, O! too curious Maid ! 
When I lie daſh'd and dead with my Deſpair, 
"Twas not my own Preſumption, but thy Will 
That forc'd me on my Fate! and to confeſs, 
My tortur'd Heart --- has long ador'd afra! 
Faſt. What have I heard, Amyntas ? --- 
Am. = = nn == d O cruel Maid! 
Why wou'dſt thou drive me to this dreadful Fall! 
Paſt. That theſe kind Arms might ſave thee, 0 
Amyntas ! 
Our Happin:ſs, our Ruin, from this Hour, 
Is one! And if Paſtora's yielded Heart 
Can pay the Pains thou haſt endur'd for me, 
Let thy own Wiſhes form thy own Reward! 
The Joys I give Amyntas, I receive. 
Am. Immortal Pow'rs! may I believe my Senſe) 
What haſt thou utter'd ? O Paſtors / ſure 
I dream! This Heav'nly Vifion is too much 
For waking Life to bear! Amazement, Love, 
Tumultuous Joy, and Tranſport, ſwell my Heart, 
I fear, beyond the Limits of my poor Deſerviag, 
Paſt. No, Amyntas! That ſweet Humility, 
Thy diſtant Awe of unavow'd Deſire, 
Has more prevail'd upon my yielding Heart, 
Than all the Flatteries of proteſting Love. 
Am. O! let me gaze and languiſh on thy Sofineſs! 
While Sighs on Sighs invoke thy Charms confeſs'd, 
And falt'ring Speech can only ſound Paſtora. 


Learn hence, ye Nymphs, your Lovers to ſurprize, 
Nor boaſt the trivial Conqueſt of your Eyes : 


The 


L 
I 
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The Vows your Charms inſpire, with Charms will 
break, 

And teach the ſated Lover to forſake: 

But when with Virtue aided, you ſubdue, 

Long will your Swains adore, and long be true! 

Then, like Paſtora's, may your Flames be own'd, 

And each Amyntas in your Hearts be crown'd. 


ACTW S$CENEL 
Arcas and gon in the Garden. 


Arc. ES, gon, I o'er heard it all! Conceal'd 
Within a Bower, which ſcarce the Sun or 
Winds 
Could pierce, my Ears were Witneſs of their Love; 


I heard the equal Conflict of their Hearts, 


Which, while unknowing that their Flames were 
mutual, 

Alternate Duty labour'd to conceal : 

Such Innocence ard Virtue gave me Pain, 

To ſee the dread Suſpenſe of their Deſires ! 

But when to their Amazement, they diſcover'd, 


| How long, in Heart, for Heart, their Hopes had lan- 


guiſh'd, 

Their tender Tranſports e'en recall'd my Youth, 
And gave my Eyes the Softneſs of a Lover. 

g. Here, we perceive how Blood ſuſtains the Mind. 
Paſtora's humble Paſſions with her Birth ſubſide, 
Her Heart is charm'd by Merit, in its Weeds; 
While cold Iant he, unſubdu'd by Fortune, 
Maintains the Native Station of her Race, 1 

or 
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Nor bends her Merit to ſuperior Birth, 
rc. Her Colincls lnews, at l-aſt, the honeſt Pride 
O! Virtue knows its Worth, and will be woo'd, 

Ee. Thus Iphirr, too, unkeedtul of her Fortune, 
Siews he thinks Virtue is the ncbleſt Dower, 

Arc. All, all, my Friend, advances to our Wiſhes ; 
ud let me ſay the Merit of their Love 
ere loſt, had not theſe Trials prov d their Virtue ! 
And yet -- the ſtrongeſt, gon, is to come, 

The long-hid Secret of their Birth! how that 
Liſcover'd may affect their Conſtancy - - - 

Ag. My Lord, you nouriſh Fears, which I alone 

Should feel-z If alterd Birth could change theit 
P:flions, | 

Yours might, indeed, deſpiſe the Race of Zzon, 

L. It 1, and Paſiera may be wretched : 

Emyias and lIanthe chuſe their Fate. 

Arc. But doſt thou think their Hearts will ſtill be 

firm ? 

g. Suſpicion cannot form a Fear againſt them 
Or if, at molt, I grant lanth: may, 

A-while, for Form, retard the Hopes of Ipbis, 
That's the worft Conſequence that can befall us. 
Arc. Thy ſanguine Temper, gen, always cheers 
me! | 
Be phi, then our next immediate Care. 
Is he yet Maſter of 1anthe's Riddle? 

g. That's my leaſt Thought! meer Female Shy neſe, 
To give her feign'd Reſentment Time to cool; 
And fave th' Appearance of offended V irtue. 

Arc. Where is lanthe now 

Kg.. - - In yonder Grove 
J left her, skilfully collecting Herbs 
Of ſanative and virtual Power, which ſlie 
In Charity ſometimes adminiſters 
To helpleſs Swains, when Sickneſs, or Miſchance, 
Confines them to their Cots, unfit for Labour. 


— 


But 


fs, 


But 
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ber wh ec has Ithis pats'd his lonely Hour: ? 
re. luis Morn, I was iniorm'd he had been ſeen 

Beoce the Dawn, upon the Southern Clut 

Whoſe lofry Head looks down upon the Sea: 

Tere peuhve, and alone, in ſtudious P. ight, 

le lay, aud warm d the pafling Swains to leave him. 
Ac. Love and the Riddle give him full Employment. 
irc, Perhaps too much: I therefore have ſent forth 


{ Ol Cory.lon, with others, to obſerve 


His Pur oles, and warn him homeward! --- See! 
Altcady he's return'd -- New, Corydon, 


Liter Corydon. 


tat News of 1ph17 ? hait thou found him? 
Cor. - - Found him? 
Ar, my good Lord, he's found; but I much fear, 


He has lok himi:If—- Oh! he has blown me bravely ! 


Arc. Explain! be brief, g good Cory don 
Cor. Nay, nay, 


{ I have not Breath to male long · winded Speeches. 


Kg. Speak, Man- 
Cor. Why then, in ſhort- ſince ſhort's my Breath, 


He's Mad. 
Sg. Mad! 
Arc. What mean'ſt thou - - - - 
Coo——.. ona» E'en as I ſay: 


He's not himſelf, that's certain: for his Waits 
Have neither Senſe, nor Purpoſe! all his Talk 
ls like a broken Inftrument, untun'd ; 
Notes without Harmony. - - - 

Are. Where was he found ? 

Cor. Beneath the Hill, where you directed us, 
Runs a ſmall Brook, that winds along the Vale. 
There he ſat weaving fimple Wreaths of Willow; 
One, on his Brow, he wore : at Sight of us 
He made dumb Signs, that we ſhould fit beſide 

him: 
We 
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We did ſo; and not a Word was ſaid to croſs him: 
(For by his Eyes we ſaw his Head was wrong.) 
Then he gave Garlands round to ev'ry Swain 
And ſigh'd and heav'd, as if his Heart were burſting! 
Anon he drew ſome Papers from his Scrip; 
On which he por'd, and purs'd his ſtudious Broy ! 
Then gave out Copies of the ſame, and cry'd, 
Read! read! expound and be an Oracle! 
Arc. The Riddle, Egon 
Cor.... Ay, a Riddle penn'd 
In Verſe, but paſt our Skill (poor Souls) d untye! 
And then be laugh'd and ſung light Madrigals, 
And talk'd ſo many moutuful moving things, 
He drew my Heart into my Eyes, tho' ſcarce 
A Word, of what he utter'd, was intelligible, 
Yonder he comes, and all the Swains about him. 
Arc. gon ! this Sight for ever will reproach us, 


Enter Iphis muſing on 4 Paper, follow'd by Cimon, 


Mopſus, and other Shepherds all crewn'd with illou. 


Ib. Tis done ! I've found it!. tis the Rain- 
bow ! Pour, 
Pour down, ye pitying Clouds, your gentle Showers, 
While, with his radiant Pencil, thabys paints 
The glori us Arch; upon your gaudy Boſom |! 
Cor. Look you there mow ----- you ſee I told you 
true. 


Arc, | fee it, and with Sorrow --- give him way. 


Ieh. O heav'nly Sight! Happy auſpicious Omen! 


It comes, it forms! delightful to the Eye! 

Behold where mounted Iris fits aloft, 

And offers me a Seat upon her Throne ! 

See! See, above her Head, Ianthe fixt, 

Like a bright Evening Star, with Beams unborrow'd, 

Adorns the Sky, and calls for Adoration ! 

Doſt thou not ſee her · there --» [To Corydon, 
| | Cor, 


» 8, AT. 


Cor. 
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as +. = Hat I, in troth ! 


Ib. Why there ! look there! the Moon turns pale | 
at her! 
Cor. Yes, yes, the Moon is pale indeed! --. alas! 
Poor Soul, his Words are like a Ditty in 
\ foreign Tongue to me Muſick without Meaning. 
pb. Now let us catch the Rainbow. and demand 
her . | 
from the Skies! ah me! ſhe frowns, ſhe flies me! 


Down] down ! ye gentle Virgins, and aſſiſt 


A wain's Deſpair ! melt her obdurate Heart, 
lud bend the Goddeſs to a human Pity ! 


A 


O gent Orpheus! tune Ha monious 
"ps To my Song, thy Lyre! 
Kneeling, ] Teach me, Goddeſs, to adore the: 
Help a Lover void of Art. 
Let his fireaming Tears imp ore thee, 
To relie ve a 6.ceding Heart, 


O remit thy dreadful Sentence 

On 4 Crime, that call'd thee Fair 
If that Sin requires Repentance, 

Death is kinder than Deſpair. 


If for Love my Doom is dying, 
Tender Fity let me Crave; 
If a Tear ſhould fall complying, 
Gently drop it on my Grave. 
[He ſinks in to the Arms of Arcas. 


Ac. O piteous Youth! O gen! where is now 
Our Foreſight > Our Paternal Care? Our Hope? 
All loſt and ruin'd by too refin'd a Prudence 

g. Do not think ſo! this Malady may paſs, 

Iphis yet recover to our Comfort. 
dr, "Tis now no Time to heſitate on Forms. 
When 
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When Life's in doubt, Extreauss muſt be apiy'd; 
{azthe muſt be found; on her alone 1 
Depends the Ruin, or Relict, of 7rhis. 

Ag. While you, Sir, lead him to Repoſe, 
My elf and theſe. our Friends will ſearch the Groves, 
And bring her, with relenting Tears, to fave him, 

{ Exit Ag. with erh r. 

Arc. Ha! he revives! aſſiſt me, Coryd en! 

| | They raiſe him, 

Ith. Ianthe! where! O my deluded Senſe! - 
She's fled ! ſhe's loſt ! the mould ring Clouds diſperſe,. |, 


And the gay liquid Phantome is no more ! But 
Such are the Viſionary Smiles of Woman! 1 Th 
A Silver Morn-- a Shower---a tranſient Sun! le 
A driving Storm a Tempeſt of Deſpair. ITh 
(Exeunt Arc. and Car. leading Iphis, | [tr 

| | The 
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The SCENE changes to a Grove. Thi 

{ Cor 


Enter Ianthe with a Servant, bearing the Greens, &. 
they hade been gathering. | 


Ian. Theſe, Cloe, may ſuffi ce for preſent uſe ; 


Now hye thee Home, and ſort them as directed. F 
I ſhall but reſt a while, and follow chee. [Ex. Servant. lt « 
At length, I am alone, and my free Thoughts, 900 
Uncenſur'd now, may ſend a Sigh to Ibis. * 
Yes, lovely Youth, with Sorrow I conceive To 
Thy Pains for me; yet thine give thee no View Wh 
Of thoſe anthe og her ſelf impoſes ! The 
For ſure, to bear Diſdain unmerited, Met 
Is leſs Compunction to the generous Mind, Rep 
Than to diſguiſe, with Scorn, a yielding Heart. Her 
Thy Pains, tho' grievous, yet implore Relief = 
ety 


Even of the Wretch, that wants the Beggar's 4 8 


* 
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r 
No more, e kafpy SuhE]u, uad, 
Or of our Sex's Scori compa ; 
One Conflict of the Love-ſick Maid, 
1s far, than yours, ſeverer Pain! 


* The Wounds we give, your Tongues may tell, 
No Self-Reproach attends the Shame; 
= But Oh! uhat Terturo muſt we feel, 


Who Burn, and yet conceal the Flame? 


But ſoft ! ſome Swain adyances rhrongh the Grove: 
1 The waving Boughs ſo break upon the View, 

| ſcarce diſcern---it is not 1phis----no---- 

This is ſome Stranger by his ſtately Port, 

is, lt muſt be the great Corintihian Counter, 

The new-appointed Lover of Paſtora! 

. What can bave drawn him hither, thus alone! 

} jut be his Purpoſe as it may, it muſt 

te mine t avoid his Sight -- but where or how? 
This way I meet him here behind theſe Alders 
Conceal'd a while, perhaps he may o'erpaſs me. 


xc. [ Retires, 


Enter Philautus, 


Phil. This way the ſorrow- ſounding Voice directed: 
int, | It can be only ſhe, the ſad Paſfora! 

Soothing with Melody her fond Defare ! 

| knew her Female Coyneſs was too faint, 

To breathe intended Scorn---my amorous Arrows, 
When ever drawn, are punctual to the Mark 

The gentle Fondling ! ----how- her Sighs inchant me! 
Methinks I ſec her, on ſome flow'ry Bank | 
Kepos'd, and languiſhing with Love conceal'd! 

Her lily Hand ſupports her penſive Head, 

Her drooping Eyes, as conſcious of my Conqueſt, 
N lefuſe the Light, that gazes on her Shame 

AR Now 


72 Love in a Rio br. 


Now with Deſire her downy Boſom heaves, 
While Sighs diffus d enbalm the ambient Air. 
And yet I ſee her not----ſhe cannot far 

Be hence----perhaps a ſoft condoling Strain 
May raiſe her from her Woes, to wakeful Joy, 


AIR III. 


Lovely Turtle! once more Coce! 
Call iy Mate, and find him true! 
Gently murmur, to my Ear! 
Tell me, Charmer, 
Tell! Oh! tell me, wherg 
Love may find, and kill thy Care. 
O call me! | 


With .hy mournfil Strains allure, 
Cooe, and call me to thy Cure. 
O call me! 
Cooe, and call ane, Coce, and call, me 
To thy Cure. 
Cal me to thy Cure. 


And yet ſhe anſwers not! where? where, Faſlora? 
It muſt be ſo---Her conſcious Solitude, 

At my Approach, colle&s her Virgin Bluſhes, 
And Love lies fitent, fearful to encounter! 

Now Fortune guide me----Ha! tranſporting Viſion! 
She's found! ſhe's found! 


Ianthe comes forward. 


1an. -----Sir, I am not Paſtora. | 
Phil, By all my Hopes, a Beauty far more charming. 
Ian, If you would find Paſtora, Sir, from hence 
A Bow-ſhot weſtward, lies a Riyulet ; 
There with my Brother, in the flow'ry Mead, 
I left her liſtning to his Melody. 
Phil. And who, fair Nymph, may be the happ 
Swain, : 
That calls thee Siſter ?--o--- 
fa lan. 
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Jay. - - Sir, the Son of gon, 

Young Amyntas - = - = = 

Phil. Is Z2on, then, thy Father? 

lan. That I'm his Daughter is my Happineſs, 
Phil. And what too cruel Care, my lovely Maid, 
Has drawn thee to this Solitude? For by 

Thy Plaintive Song, I know thou art unhappy. 


| lan. My flight Sorrows are of my own creating. 


Phil. Can Love, in all his Tyranny, find Cauſe 
of Sorrow, for ſuch Blooming Beauty? Say 
hat ſullen Swain, inſenſible of Joy, 
fas wrong'd thy Innocence : If Love's thy Grief; 
khold this Champion-Arm, this kinder Heart, 
'rompt to revenge, or to relieve thy Wiſhes, 

lan. Your generous Offers, Sir, are loſt on me, 
[have no Thoughts like thoſe to gratify : 
%rmit me to retire ------ This fruitleſs Talk 
latrudes upon thoſe Hours you owe Paſtora. 
This Way ditects you ------ 

phil. = - - - Yet, you muſt not paſs. 


Theſe am'rous Shades, my Fair, were form'd for 
Love 


lud ſoft Deſire, reſiſtleſs as thy Charms, 
(ompels me, thus, to ſeize the fair Occaſion! 
lan, If you are Noble, as Appearance ſpeaks you, 


lou can't but know theſe guilty Sounds 


ire Inſult to a helpleſs Maiden's Ear. 

kt now, you offer'd to revenge my Wrongs :' 

ike good your Word, and be your own Reproyer 

levenge upon your ſelf, what Innocence 

Verborn, wants Strength, to puniſh or avoid. | 
Phil, Can Love be Inſult, when fo gently offer'd ? 

lan, Conſtraint, and Gentleneſs, but ill agrees 

Jou are gentle, you'll permit me paſs, 
tres my Virtue from a needleſs Terror. 


on 


— 
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Phil. V ſo cold, ſo coy, my Fair? 

Jan. Nature teaches Maids their Fear. 

Phil. Tender Love thy Fears ſha!l chaſe. 

lan, Name not Love 

Phil.. One ſoft Embrace! 

Ian. No, #0, no! you preſs my Heart in vain: 
Can you be pleaſed, avhile you give me Pain? 

Phil. Ter hear me- nay, Wweeb not: - 

Ian. O Sir, you are born above me! | 

Phil. Pretty Maid, I' make thee greae. 


Jan, Teave me to my lowly Fate. ler 
Phil. bat can move you * ach 
Pretty Maid, 1'll make thee great. "nr 
Ian, Leve me to my lowly Fate, bs 

If you love me! 
Phil. By Heav'n, a Beauty even of Nature“ | ” 
forming ! 1 
If Gold, or Golden Promiſes can wooe, | lay i 
From hence, to Corinth, will I tempt her Virtue, * Reto 
And leave Faſfora to repent her Coyneſs. | Phi 


Why, my fair Virgin, thus o'ercaſt with Sorrow ? 
Lock up, and met thy Happineſs in Smiles! 
In me, kind Fortune waits upon thy Wiſhes: 
To raiſe thee from theſe humble Plains, to Affluene, | I 
To Pomp, to Fleaſures, and luxurious Life! | 


A-1R- V. 
Ian. Bright Gold may be too dearly bought : Pþil 
Ah! then how vain the Show ! 0 ta 
Content and Virtue be my Lot, Way ; 
Th ne er ſo low. 0 ſtir 


Apart, 
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phil. Miſtaken Maid, thy rural Liſe obſcur'g 
2; ſhewn thee nothing of the greater World! 
Qur Palaces have Joys unknown to Groves | 
One circling Round of Splendor and Delight 
fills up the dalliant Mealure of our Hours! 
The menial Sun himſelf attends our Pleaſures, 
vich bright Rleridian Beams begins our Morn ; 
lod when, with Night, our dusky Noon comes on, 
Tapers reſplendent blaze another Day! 
Til ſated with the various Midnight Revel, 
[riſing Phoebus \ights us to Repoſe! 
Then folded in tl:e happy Lover's Arms, 
uch am'rous Dame hides from excluded Light 
fer glowing Bluſhes, till the Noon-tide Morn. 
ach are the Joys, fair Nymph, reſerv'd for thee. 
fy then theſe abject Plains, and feize thy Fortune, 
lun. What ſhall 1 ſay ? how anſwer, or avoid him! 
| [ Aſid "A 
nil. Think well, my Fair, who, and what Grandeur 
| courts thee. 


' lan, To tell me how my Heart deteſts his 
Aſide, 


e 


— 


- - » $47 27 2 I Ion. — ” \ 


ky irritate his Pride to Infolevce! [Love, 
*tor to tempt his Pity, than his Anger, 


| Phil, Haſt thou no Heart, or is it formed of Marble » 


_ 
4a- 


ST TL 


Ian. Aly ſimple Heart is fled away, 
Nor was it made of Stone: 

| Ton come too late, alas the Day ! 

Too late by One. 


Pil, What bold preſuming Swain ſhall dare 
ſtand the Rival of my Flames avo.y'd 2 
Way ; this artful Story is but feign'd, 

o {tir my yielding Heart to Jealouſy, 

11 with a ſofter Fondneſs it may wooe thee. 
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AIR VII. , - 
Ian. Alas ! 1 own, with weeping Eye, Wi 
Your ſofteſt Vows are vam! | Hz 
The more you ſigh, the more muſt I 'An 
In Tears complain. In 
Phil. Impoſſible! thou doſt not æno thy Heart! 
To fly, and tell me, tis thy Grief to fly, 64 
Implies thy fearful Wiſhes would relieye me, | 
Could I but find Excuſes for thy Kindneſs : 7 


Here then, behold them, ſparkling as thy Eyes! In 


(Offering Jewel, | But 
While theſe, my Fair, adorn thy radiant Charm: of 


Reproach will, cringing, gratulate thy Fortune; [ 
And envious Cenſure rival thy Deſires. 1 
AIR VIII. E 

Fly, fond Nymph, theſe Rural Plains; | on 

Thou wert born in Courts to ſhine : 25 


N aſte not tien thy Charms on S ain, Ye 
19 a nobler Eove mcline. 


* 

Tag. In Pity, O! my Pain relieve! F 
Nor preſs a Heart, not mine, to give? | I 
Should I, for you, mconſtant prove, To 
1c0 ſton might Scorn ſucteed your Love. = 
. 'To 
How 60uld- you bear a Maid antrat“ F--4 
WI hoſe wavering Heart ; Þ 
From Truth muſt part, The 
And firſt be falſe, ere kind 0 you? Per} 
As | 


Has Cupid, then, no Sway among your Plais] Tak 
Gr, are vu all to Veſtal Flames devoted, 
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that Dignity and Merit thus are lighted ! 
chall I return to Corinth a rejected Lover; 
without one ruin'd Heart to mourn my Parting ? 
| Have l, in Courts, been ſated with Succeſs, 
And, here, muſt, like a low-born Shepherd, pine, 
| In want of what were honour'd by Acceptance? 
' lan, O!] then be conſcious of your Worth, and 
=o ſcorn me! 
phil, No, froward Maid; I know your Sex s 
| Wiles ! 
| Theſe painted Terrors would excite Compaſſion, 
And ſooth my Fervour, into lingring Hope; 
wen. | Bu I'll cut ſhort thoſe cold Formalities 
: * Of Love, and force thee to immediate Joy. 
Ian. What mean you, Sir: = 
Phil. > - oo + nn» To give you, What you 
Pride | 
And Coyneſs, in your warmeſt Flours, expeR® ; 
The kind Excuſe of Violence to hide 
' Your Bluſh:s, in a feign'd Reſiſtance +» - - 
IW. Help! 
Ye guardian Powers of Innocence, protect me! 
['phis raſhes in, preſe/iting his Spear ta Vhilautus. 
Th, Hold! Raviſher! forego the frighted Maid, 
Or, to thy Traytor's Heart, receive my Vengeance! 
Phil. Confuſion ! am I by a Stripling bray'd? 
| lan, Hold, Ipbis, I conjure thee !. O! expoſe nat, 
To his unequal Strength, thy precious Life ! 
Since his foul Purpoſe is prevented, leave 
To the avenging Gods his Puniſhment. 
Id, The Gods by me demand it 
Phl, = = - = = » > Hold! raſh Boy 
Thou art ſome ſighing Lover, whom her Scorn, 
Perhaps, has held a Vaſſal to her Pride : 
„ As ſuch, I give thy Fate Compaſſion - - - There! 
lai] Take, and deſerve her, by thy ſeeming Service ! 
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If, after, what theſe eonſcious Groves may tell they 
| have foſſeſo'd, thy groſs, contented IIeart 
Senat on thy Superior's Waſte of Riot; 
|S OY thy Wiſh, and rid me of Satiety ! 
. Thou lyeſt, infernal Traytor » - . 

BY; ˖ ˙· Ha! fo brave! 

. Noro impotent in Malice, than Pretenſion! 
Ver (potlets Tame defies thy fland'rovs Tongue, 
1 heard her {nricking in thy horrid Gripe ! 
1a. Averſion ſparkling from her Eyes, | 
And pale Athorrence [huddering at thy Touch, 
As if ſome wilthing Serpent had embrac'd her. 


21 
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%. Fis well, fond Youth! then be it fo! ſhe ſtill 
Ie chat - - de te avoided >» - - right! believe fo! 
only bog fes, to infult thy Love! 


Heer Virtue fill reſerves her Heart for thee! 

Ith. Inlinvatine Slave! wouldſt thou, to gain 

Pelicl, onleis thy felt a Villain? No! 

That the reſerves, for me, her Heart, requires 

Lime ic ity Vanity to hope: But this 

I knew; Whoever may deſerve her Fayour, 

Thuy Ruan Inſult, on her Sex and Fame, 

Deſerves my Boar Spear quivering ia thy Heart: 

Eut Cowardice, like thine, would ſhame Reſentment; 

To kill thee, were to hide thy Infamy ! 

10 let thee live abhorr'd, is nobler Vengeance! 
Til. Bold Minion! thou ſhalt hear of this ſeverely! 
ith. Away! thou Vaunter of thy own Diſhonour! 

Hence! with thy Safety! let my Scorn forget thee! 
+h1l, Sueh Inlolence - - - - - no Temperance can 

ſupport, [Ex. ul. 
17. O fair Ianthe! do I once more meet 

Thy Eyes, and unoffended, at my Gazing ? 
lan. That 1 have Eyes to ſee, er Tongue to ſpeak, 

Is o ing, lis, to thy timely Virtve! 

Jad nat thy Arm, from worſe than Veatli pr eſei v'd me, 

12. had, ers this, been ſcen no more ! BED 

' 
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gen yet, I tremble at the Inſtant Horror! 

And ſcarce have Life to breathe my Gratitude, 

o this, bow! how ſhall my Heart repay thee? 

| 1th. Fe but, to thy own Injuntion, conſtant, 

Comply with chat thy Vows have ſworn, 
And ma ke thy 4018 Lleſt, by Heaven's Decree. 
| lan. What m ans thy J ranſport? 
1. Mark! mark well thy Words! 
When 7p-is plain this Riddle reads, 

„ Then, to his Wiſh, his Jove ſucceeds! 

| Jan. Haſt thou then ſolv'd it, Ih??? -- 

Ib.. Hear my Fortune. 

1 Ian. My Hopes, my Heart attends thee - - -- 

ſo! rh. 8 2 * O, Iant he 
Were I to tell thee, how my tortur'd Brain 
Had labour'd ev'n to Madneſs, for the Senle 

; Of thy obſcure Decree upon my Love, 

| | Thy Tenderneſs would pity my - Deſpair. 

| lan As. Iphis would the Sorrows of 1anthe, 

Had he conceiv'd their Caulc - - - - 

Ith. - = - - Saidit thou, their Cauſe! 
lan, Nay, thoſe are Thoughts for future Hours - - - 
proceed, 

n; 5. Let it ſuffice : then, that my Father's Care 
on brought my wandting Senſes to Reflection. 
When bopelcſs ill, and, to my Fate reſigu d, 

ly! | Like thee, to chaſte Din s Shrine I flew, 

! Þ} Imploring Succour to my [teart's Diſtreſs, 

ben, from her awſul es, thus the Goddeſc, 

an Inrertiog her Decree, explain d my Fate. 


* That which ſhe cannot Hare, the Fair ſhall Gig, 
© That which thou canſt npt Give, or ſhe Deſſre. 
ak, “ That which ſhe uſt not have, ſhalt thou receive, 


** That, that's the Cure thy preſent Woes requi:e, 
ne, 


1 


Ian. Haſte to expound, and eaſe my Hearts Im- 
en patience, 
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Iph. «© O then repay my Woes, with happier Life. 


« And give me what Thou Canſt not have--- a Wife; 


And in Return, which thou canſt never Ge, 
„ [anthe's Heart a Husband ſhall receive! 


Ian, O never was a Heart fo juſtly given! 
This, I his, is a Marriage made by Heaven! 
Canſt thou forget my Sex's coy Regard? > 
1th. Can Love look back from ſuch a ſweet Reward 
The fond and eaiy Maid is kind in vain; 
Faint is the Bliſs, that never paſt thro' Pain, 
Beauty, by Nature, timorouſly coy, 
By Griefs impos'd, refines the Lover's Joy: 
Thus blooming Roſes have their native Power, 
To wound the Hand that pulls the fragrant Flower, 
¶Extunt. 
Damon Enters alone. | 


Dam. How! Ibis, and Ianthe, hand in hand? 
Twas but this Hour, I heard he had loſt his Wits 
For Love! Nay, Agon now is in the Woods 
Seeking his Daughter too - -- Ah! ha! my Miſtreſs! 
You've found yourſelf, it ſeems, the Way to cure him! 
Your dainty Coyneſs is come down at laſt, 

And Love, on ſecond Thoughts, is not ſo frightful! 
But why do I pretend to laugh at her, 

When Fhillida has made a greater Fool of me, 
Than ever held the Sex's Power in Scorn? 


ATR, 


Dam. Around the Plains, my Heart has rov'd: 
The Brown, the Fair, my Flames approv'd: 
The Pert, the Proud, by Turns have lov d; 
And kindly fi ld my Arms. 
J danc'd, I ſung, I talk'd, I toy'd; 
While This I wod'd, I That enjoy d, 
And ere the Kind with Kindneſs cloy'd, 
The Coy reſign'd ker Charms. 


fe. 


d) 


er. 
Wu, 


| 
| 
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But now, alas! thoſe Days are done: 
The N rong'd are all reveng'd, by One, 
Who, like a frighted Bird, is flown, 
Yet leaves her Image here. 
O could I, yet, her Heart recal, 
Before her Feet my Pride avould fa l, 
And, for ker Sake, forſaking all, 
Il ould fix for ever there. 


Could I have ever thought to have ſeen this Day 
That I ſhould told my Arms, and ſigh for One? 
Nay One that in her Turn has figh'd tor me! 
And only could ſubdue me by her Parting! 


| How could the Gypſy muſter ſuch a Spirit 


The Pertneſs of hcr Pride has fo provok'd me, 
I ſhall never reſt in my Bed, till ſhe 
Lies by me- Here ſhe comes, and with her -- ha- 


| Her Father ! ſoft -- I'm out of Favour there 


Lie cloſe a while, and mark what Nail's a driving. 
[ Retare:. 


Enter Corydon, with Phillida. 


Cor. And I fay, think no more of him 
Phil. - - - - That's hard! 


| Ist not enough | fee him not 3 


CG œ. ==> I ſay, 8 
Avcid him, as the wildeſf Beaſt of Prey 
He uſes Girls like Carrion: Not the Wolf 


In a Sheepfold, or hungry Fox on Poultry, 


Can make more Havock, than that wicked Rogue 
Among the Wenches Hearts - - - - - - 
Dam, = + --+ - -- That muſt be me! .. d. 


Cor, My Patience! has he not refus d to marry ? 
Phil. And therefore 1 have declar'd againſt his Love 
Cor, Ay, ay, but ſtill he lurkszwithin your Heart ' 

D 5 AA 
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And *:ill you drive him thence - - - - 
Phil, == - - -- = I ftrive to do it; 
And it you knew the Pain, you'd pity me, 


AN 


C 
A thouſand Mays, to wean my Heart, | 
I've try'd, yet can't r move him. | 
And tl for Liſe, I've ſworn to part, 
For Life, I find I love kim. | p 
Still ſhould the dear falſe Man return, he 
And with new Vows purſue me, | 
His flatt ring Tongue could kill my Scorn, | 
And ſtil, I ſear, undo me. 


Cor. Conſider, Philly, if thowrt fairly married, _ 
(And thou haſt choice of Cu, or of Mop/u:) * 
Hcw happy will thy doubly Dowry make thee? A 

Phil. I do conſider, Father; fo ſhould you! I. 
As a low Fortune with the Man, I love, tay 
Can't make me rich; ſo Riches with the Man | Thy 
I hate, can't make me happy - - - Me 

Day. Gallant Girl! Fe 
I could eat thy very Lips, that ſpoke it. ; 


Cor. see] yonder's Cinen coming! For my Sake, 
Tear Pfillida, give him at leaſt a Smile; 
A little Love endur'd, may teach the Boy, 
In time, to pleaſe thee - - - 

Piil, - - = - > - Well! ſince you deſire it. 
But Mr7/::1s has the ſame Preteniic ns too. 
Send him to make his equal Claim, | 
And, till he's found, I'll hear what Cin fays. 


Cor. Ah! Phillida, thou gain'ſt my Heart, I'll ſend 


Lim. [ Exit 
Dam. Now ſhall I meaſure, by their Hopes, Wy 


own, 


| Cim. 
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Jo her Cimon ſinging. 


AIR XII. 


Behold, and ſee thy wounded Lover, 

W hoſe Truth from thee will ne'er dear: . 
O let my Tears, at length, diſcover 

Ore gentle Smile, to hea! my Heart! 


| Phil; Were in the World, no Man but Cimon, 


None of the Fema'e Kind but I, 
With Me ſhou'd end the Name of Woman, 
IWih Thee the Race of Men ſhould die. 


Cim, O cruel Sound! falſe-hearted Nillida! 


| Didſt thou not ſay, thou lov'd'ſt me better than 
| My Brother Mopſus ? ---- 


phil. Tes, but twas, 
As of two Evils I would chuſe the leaft ; 


| Stay, till I'm bound to ehuſe, and then reproach me. 
| Thy Crying makes me laugh, his Laughing makes 


Me fleep---Therc's all the hopeful Difference. 


LN. 


II II. 


O 7/ rat a Plague is Lov ? 
cannot Lear it: 

What Lie ſo curſt can tro 
Or Pain come near it! 

When 1 would tell my nd, 
My Heart miſdoubts me; 

Or when I ſpear, I find 
With Scorn ſhe routs ms. 

13 vain is all I ſay, 

Her Anſuer ſiill is Nay : 

amal, deleful Day! 

Philiida flowts ma 


es 


$4 Lo vx i» a Rloprx. 
Enter Mopſus ſinging. 


A I R XIV. 


Mop. Ah! poor Cimon! Dud 4 cry? 

Nell a-day! wipe an Eye! © fy, Phillida ! 
To treat him ſo ſcorn fully, 
Shamefuily, mournfully ! 

Phillida, fy / 

Phil. No, no, no, Sir Pert, and Dull! 
Simpleton, Paperskul! ! I for ever ſhall 
Think thee far the greater Fol; 

Therefore wil give thee Cauſe 
Vith kim to cry. 

Cim. Toll! loll ! loll ! du; ----- Now I pray, 
Who has Cauſe moſt to c), ah! well-a-day ? 

Mop. II hat care 1! why let her ſcoff, 

I can lauzgk ; play her of, better than you, 

Cim. Ah! por Mopſus, chou'rt a Fool! 

Mop. 1 ſay, you're a greater Owl, 


Cim. Nay, now Im ſure that's a Lye. | 3 
Mop. What's a Lye ?----- X | 
Cim. » - - - - - Thit's a Lye! W 
Mop. I ſay, "tis true. 
AIR XV. [The AIR changes. | 
Phil. Give over your Love, you great Loobies, 
I hate you both, you Sir, and you too: 
Did ever a Brace of ſuch Bob ies I 
The Laſs, that diteſts them, purſue? 
Mop. How !----- 
Phil. Co! 
Cim. O05 I'm ready to faint! 
How are you ? [To Mopſus. I 


Mop. Why truly, ſhe treats us but ſo, ſo, 
For my jart, I think ſhe's a Devil. 
A Hema wor'd ſcorn for to ds ſo. 

Cim. O Fy! fy ! ſuch Words are uncivil. 


Phil, 
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Phil. Prepare then, to hear my laſt Sentence. 
Before I'd wed either, much rather 
I'd ſtand on the Stool of Repentance, 
And want for my Bantling a Tather. 
Ge 
| Cim. ----0h ! Wee! I'm ready to faint, 
Mop. And 1 too. | 
Vas ever a Slut ſo inhuman! 
| Odſzooks ! let us take down her Mettle ! 
| Cim, I dare not-— | 1 
Mop. - - Let me come! pſbau waw, Man, 
She only has water'd a Nettle. 


In ſhort, this won't do, Mrs. Vixen 
For One of us Two you muſt now thuſe. 
Phil. Then you are the Man that I fix on; 
* And Tou are the Fool I refuſe.” 
| [Strikes each a Box on the Ear, 


| Cim. Waunds ! 
SJ Cim. and Mop. Go! The Devil would fly ſuch a Spouſe. 


Phil. If there's a Joy comes near recovering thoſe 
We love, ſure *tis to ſilence thoſe we hate. 


When Cimon and Mlopſus are gone, Damon reſents 
himſelf to Phillida, ſinging. 


IN. I. 


| Dam. See! behold, and ſee! 
With an Eye kind, and relenting, 
Damon, now, refenting, 
Only true to thee ; 
Co tent to love, and love for Life ? 


1 Phil. If you, now ſincere, 
Wuh an +toneſt Declaration 
Mean to prove your Paſſion, 
To the Purpoſe ſwear, 
And mare, at once, a Maid 4 Wife. 
il, | Dem. 
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Dam. Thus, for Life, I take thee, 
Nover to forſake thee, | 
Soon, or late, 
I find our Fate, | 
To Hearts aſtray, 
Diretts the Way, = 
And brings, to laſting Joys, the Rover home: 
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Phil, Ever kind, and tender, 
Conquer d, I ſurrender : 
Frove but true, 
As I, to you, | 
Fach kindling Kiſs 
Shall yield a Bliſs, 
That on.y, from the conſtant Lip, can come. 


oo = 
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V. AIR XVII. 


Dam. To the Prieſt away, to bind our Vows, 
IWith our Hands, and Hearts united, 
Phil. To reduce the Rover, to lawful Spouſe, 
Is a Triumph, my Heart has delizhied. 
Dam. If I never could jix, 
Ius the Fault of the Sex, 
110 eaſily yi lding, were eaſy, to clay. 
But in Love te ſtill find, 
1When the Heart's wel! inclin d. 
In One, only. One, is the Joy. 
But in Love, &c. 


AJ) toy et Oh Hh 


Both. 


HH) AI) — ez rt = tt '- .vo 


. Love N a Riovpvtn. 8% 


i The SCEN E opens to the Houſe of Arcas. 


| Arcas and Ægon come forward, and at ſums Diſtance ſtand 
Iphis with Ianthe, and Amyntas with Paſtora. 


g. Now, Sir, applaud my Foreſight, and confeſs, 
That what I promis'd has not faild our Hopes. 
Amyntas and Paſtora own their Love; 
And Is has at length deſerv'd Ianthe. 
Arc. Yes, gon, now I öſee the ſecret Care 
Of Providence, that forms our Happineſs, 
By Meaſures unforeſeen to human Eyes. 
Had not Philantus prov'd an impious Ruffian, 
Iphis might never have produc'd his Virtue. 
Nor fair Paſtora, but by Scorn of him, 
Have ſhewn a Spirit worthy of her Firth, | 
But where ſhall my Indulgence find Excufe, | 
To ratifie thy Flame profeſs'd, Amyntas? 
Or thine, Ianthe, for the Son of Arcas ? 
How may I anſwer, to the World, my Conduct, 
In mixing ſuch unequal Blood, and Fortune ? 
Am, My Lord, if private Happineſs muſt rank 


Wich what is practis'd in the ſenſual World, 3 
My Hopes are blaſted; and I ftand condemu'd. 
Even by my own Confeſſion, of a Crime Mm 


Micht lay an Imputation on your Pardon. 

But if (as I have often heard you ſay) 

Man only has his Value from his Virtue, 

And that where Food and Rayment are provided, 
Healrh, and Integrity of Heart, is all | 
| That's needful to compleat our Happineſs : 

Then, Sir, my pleading Love has this Excuſe; 

1 That tho', be) ond a Life of Innocence, 

: I boaſt 
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I boaſt no Virtues, to ſupport my Claim: 
Yet by your own Preſcription, I may ſay 
Paſtora choſe me; therefore I deſerve her. 
g. An Anſwer worthy of thy Father's Son! 
Fear not, Amyntas, I'll ſupport thy Love. 
Arc. Zgon! Thou more than Father to my Boy! 
| [Aſide to Egon, 
Tis well, Amyntas : When Jantle has 
Reply'd, at once, on Both, I ſhall determine. 
Ian. My noble Lord! the Time has been, when you 
Yourſelf reproach'd my cold Regard of Iphis 
And, like a tender Father, gave him to my Vity, 
Was it no Merit, that my bleeding Heart 
Refus'd to gratifie its own Deſires, | 
And ſtarv d my Love, to feed a juit Reſentment? 
If that Reſentment, fince, has been appeas'd 
By Obligations, greater, than even Life 
Preſerv'd, can you reproach my Gratitude? 
If then a Heart, ſo tempted, ſeems aſpiring, 
Let this Reflection, Sir, excuſe my Love; 
That Ipbis, tho' adorn'd with every Grace 
That might deſerve, and charm the proudeſt Beauty; 
Though my Superior far, in high-born Blood; 
And of a Fortune boundleſs, as yaur Bounty ; 
Yet all theſe Gifts, from Heaven, and Nature's Hand, 
Were Charms too weak, to reach Janthe's Heart, 
Till Truth, and Love, had more than once deſerw'd 
her, 
Arc. O! Agon] ZXzon! my Contentment grows 
Too ſtrong, to be conceal'd ! I thirſt, I burn 
To claſp my bleſſed Childggavin my Arms, 
And pour out all the Fondneſs of a Father. 
Am. Whence this affecting Paſſion ? 
A g. - - From a Cauſe 
Will raiſe your Wonder equal to your Virtues. 
Nor, from the ſweet Rewards he now intends 


Your Love, can ſpring a Tranſport more . 


8 
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Than what a tender Fath-r feels, to find 
His Children have deſerv'd them--- 
IETI. Ha! 
Ja. His Children! 
Ag. What th n remains, my Lord, but that you call 
Their Merit, from obſcure Adoption, forth, 
Ind let Amyntas, and ITanthe know, 
What noble Blood now claims, and crowns their Virtues, 
Arc. Hear then, ye happy Lovers, and attend 


| The Story of your ſtrange inverted Fortunes, 


You often have been told that on, and 

My ſelf, whoſe Friendſhip from cur Youth grew up, 
In one fame Year (ſuch was the Will of Heaven) 
Buried the Boſom-Partners of dur Hearts. 

Our mutual Grief ſoon drew us from the gay 


And taſteleſs Pleaſures of a Court, to paſs 


In rural Solitude vur future Days, 
Accountable to Senſe, and Nature's Law. 
It happen'd, in our Courſe of friendly Talk, 


| One Day reflecting on the anxious Cares 

That tender Farents feel, for infant Children: 

| Obſerving too, how ſeldom high-born Blood 
And Riches add to real Happineſs ; 


How often head-ſtrong Youth, depending on 

Hereditary Rank, have ſunk their Virtues in 

Exceſs, and from elated Pride, have mock'd 

Thoſe Morals, that ſhould grace Nobility : 

Thoſe Fears, I ſay, revolving in my Breait, 

To gon I propos'd this ſtrange Precaution : 

That mutually our infants ſhould exchange 

Their Father; and having no Mother's Fondneſs, 

That might oppoſe our Scheme, we thence agreed 

That thou Amyntas, and Janthe thou, 

As Zgon's Son and Daughter ſhould be train'd; 
hat, to your ſeeming humble Birth and Fortune, 


| Your Hopes reftrain'd, might level your Deſires; 


While Iphis, and Paſtora, to my Care 
Afign'd, mighr, from imaginary Birth, 
Imbibe 
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Imbibe the higher Sentiments of Honour, 
Now mark ! how happily the Conſequence 
Succeeds!---let your Amazcment ftiil be mute, 
While my paternal Care prevents your Wiſhes, 
And cdoles you out the Bleſlings vu deſerve. 
Ag. Now, Children, form yuur Wilkes, and receiyg 
them. 
Arc. Amyitas, to reward his Love conceal'd, 
Now enters on a Fortune, which expected 
Had loſt the ſweeter Reliſh of Poſletlion $ : 
And to exert his Gratitude to Agon, 
Whole Precepts taught him to deſerve Pa/ora, 
He lays that Fortune at his Daughter's Feet. 

[ Amyntas and Paltora kneel » Egon, 
hile Tphrs, of Ianthes Heart poſſeſs'd, | 
Receives the Fortune which his Love beſtow'd, 

And by Alliance makes me twice his Father. 
(Iphis and lanthe kneel to Areas, t. 
Am. O where mall Duty, Gratitude, and Joy 1 
Find Words to utter what our Hearts conceiye ! 
Idb. Amazement, Praiſe, and Admiration, fill 
The Soul with Tranſports, too ſublime for Speech! 


Arc. Continue, by your Virtues, to deſerve your For 
tune; p ] 
You give me, then, not only Praiſe, but Triumph ! I 
Ith. Amyntas ! ; P 
Am. - Iphis! | . I 
Ith. = - d - - = Friend! | Embracing 0 
Am, - . My Brother now. 
Paſt. O kind Tanthe ! | 
Jan. - O Paſiora! How! 2. 
How ſhall 1 thank thee, for Amyntas Joy ? & E mbrating | Spe: 
FTaſt. Excel me, it thou canſt, in Love to he 
Ip his. Deſi 
Am. Do that, Ianthe, and Amyntas Truth 4. 
Sball emulate thy Kindneſs to Paſtora. Are 
Ith. Do that; Amyntas, then ſhall Tphis' Love Let 


Redouble thy Eadearments on Ianabe. 
AIR 


Love ia « RidoLE. 91 


AIR XVIII. 


Ian. Ius we to Virtue give 
| All that we thence recetcs. 


Iph. to Am. Te to Paſtora k::d, 


e Amy ntas Here hall ſind 
IF hat there he gives, 
Ianthe Here receives. 
Am. to Iph. Be to lanthe Hind, 
Kind Iphis here (hal! in 
What there be tes, 
Paſtora here retei ves. 
L ; G 
Paſt. to Ian, Pe to thy Tphis kind, 
Tantie here {hat find 
What there ſhe gives 
K Amy ntas Here receives 
Ian. Thus all receive 
The ended Foys we groe. 
Now ſay the Nymf is colds 
5 Iph. o calls the Lover bed? 
Paſt, and Am. Mhile kind, and true? 
Ian. Now every killing Care, 
Paſt. Of Fealouſy, or Fear, 
if lan, and Paſt. Adieu, adiei ! 
4 Omnes. Alien, adier ! 


[End with the firſt part. 


Kg. Why, ay, my Lord, here Love appears in Triumph! 
„ { Speaks from the Heart, and flames with Innocence! 
Where ſhall we find, in pompous Courts or Cities, 
Deſires ſo Cordial, ſo refin'd by Virtue ? 

Arc. Where-ever Pride, Deccit, or ſordid Views 
Are baniſh'd, gon, we fhall always find them. 
Let us not think our Children only bleſs'd, 
Ee tauſ⸗ 
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Becauſe the general World makes light of Virtue; 

Could V illions taſte the ſame exalted Bliſs, 

It rather, then, might heighten our Contentment. 
Az. Why be it ſo, my Lord : But ſince Mankind 

Shew, by their ſenſual Practice, their Miſtake, 

Let not Us grieve becauſe we can't reform them, 

Let us exult upon our Choice, and leave 

Vain-glorious Greatneſs to its gilded Wiſhes. 

This Day, at leaſt, we'll dedicate to Mirth, 

And give our rural Swains a Jubilee. 


Arc. A Day like this, indeed, demands our Joy ! 


Haſt thou provided, gen, for th' Occaſion ? 
Ag A Moment's Patience, Sir, you'll find I've not 
Been idle--- --- [Exit gon. 
Arc. -----Soft! what Swains are here adyancing? 


To them Corydon, Damon and Thillida. 


Ber. Long live the Ever-noble Houſe of Arca! 
May his high Race, from endleſs Heirs to Heirs, 
Make many more ſuch Holidays as this! 

Arc, We thank thee, Corydon ---- 

G Nan, my good Lord, 

The ſoy's not all your own : For 1 myſelf, 

At lat, have found a Father Comfort too: 
Your kind Benevolence has done the Deed. 

Your double Dowry has reduc'd the Rover, 

And Damon now is dubb'd a downright Husband. 

Arc. And Phi.ida his Bride ?----- 

Cor. --- - - Even ſo, my Lord. 

I ſaw the Prieſt this Moment join their Hands. 
As for their Hearts, why Troth! they &en muſt do, 
Like other honeſt Folks, and take their Chance 

Arc. In earneſt of my Promiſe, Damon, wear 

This Ring; and be a Partner of our Joy. 


Egon returns laughing. 


Eg. Ha ! ha! | 
s Tad 


| 
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d like to've brought you, here, a Gueſt, my Lord ! 
That might have added to our Paſtime-.. 
Arca. Whom ? 
Eg. Philautus: but his Modeſty, it ſeems, 
Thought it became him better to decamp. 
met him mounted, with his tawdry Train, 
All on their Palfries, prancing Poſt to Corinth: 
And when I ask'd th' Occafion of his Haſte, 
He ſcornfully reply*d--- Our Women, here, 
Had neither Senſe of Merit, or of Love. 
So ſpurr'd his Horſe, and ſtaid not for his Farewell. 
Arc. In Courts, perhaps, he may haye better For: 
tune. 
g. With all my Heart! There he'll find Beauties, 
that 
Deſerve ſuch Husbands---But now, te our Paſtime. 
I've brought you, Sir, a Troop of jolly Swains, 
Who promiſe all their Skill to pleaſe : Let us 
Sit down, and take Well-meaning for their Merit. 
[Dance, and Chorus of Shepherds, &. 
Arc. Now, gon, nought remains, but N uptial 
Rites, 
To konſecrate our Children's Happineſs. | 
In theirs, methinks, our Spring of Youth returns : 
While Tranſport flows in Veins, almoſt our own, 
We ſhare the Harveſt, which our Cares have ſown, 


EPT 


5 
. 


Sox 25 


EPILOGUE. 


Sung by E G ON. 


INC E Songs, to Plays, are now-a-dayt, 
Like, to your Meals, a Sallad; | 
Permit us then, kind Gentlemen, 
To try our Still, by Ballad: 
N hile You, to grace our Native Lays, 
As France has done before us, 
Belle, Beau, and Cit, from Box and Pit, 
All join the Folly Chorus. 
' Chorus, While You, to grace, Oc. 


Poor Engliſh Mouths, for Twenty Years, 
Have been ſhut up from Muſick; 

But, thank our Stars, Outlandiſh Airs 
At laſt have made all You---ſick, 

When warbling Dames were all in Flames 
And for Precedence wranzled, 

One Engliſh Play cut ſhort the Fray, 
And home again they dangled. 


chorus. Then, Free-born Boys, all make a Noiſe, 
As France has done before us; 
With Engliſh Hearts, all bear your Parts, 
And join the Jolly Chorus. 


Swen 


EPILOGUE. 


Szweet Sound on languid Senſe beſtow'd, 
Is like a Beauty married _ 
To empty Fot, wha talks aloud, 
I hile all her Charms are Buried. 
But late Exferience plainly ſhews, 
That common Senſe, and Ditty, 
Have raviſh'd all the Belles, and Beaux, 
And charm'd the chaunting City. 
Chorus, Then, Free-born Boys, cc. 


Vith Nez Delight, we've try'd Jo- night 
Our utmoſt Skill to win ye ; 

Our only Pray'r is that you'd ſpare 
Poor Signior CIBBERINI. 

If what h' has done can warm the Town 
To ſet up Engliſh Ditiy, 

You'll all confeſs, M has nos done leſs, 
Than had his Muſe been Witty. 

Chorus, Then, Free-born Boys, cc. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E. N. 


N | * Nadi, an old, humour-? Vr. Penk:thman, 


ſome, wicked Fellow, 
7 425 je S 5 — 
Young Ra/l;/>, his Son, whom he Mr. Mill. 
keeps at ſhort Allowance, 
Friendl;, Friend to young Raki/hp, Mr. Oates, 
/ „„ 4" 5 - . 
Maſter Joan, the School Boy, Jur. Cibber. 
childiſh ſurly Sprig, 
Father Bexedi#, a French Jeſuit, Mr. Williams, 
Tam, Footman to Young Raki/h, Mr. Viſſon. 


WOMEN. 


Lady Manlode, N lother to Maſter Johnny, Mrs. Baker, 


Lettice, her Maid, Mrs. Garnet. 
Peter, another Servant, Mrs. Wills, un. 


SCENE, Lonaon. 
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COMICAL Rivar. 


ACT Il. Screws, The Park. 


Enter Hang Rakiſh and Friendly, meeting. 
: Young Rakiſh. 


APIS EAR Friendly 
5 355 F.. Ha Fa. + ls how goes the 
4 World? What ſays the old Spark your 
Father, does his good Humour hold 
fill ? 
V. Raza. His Humour's indeed tlie 
lame, tho' I cannot ſay much for the Goodneſs of it. 
Fr. How fo! are not you as free with him, as you 
ud to be? | 
Y. Ra Yes, and he's as free with me too; the Sou 
of me at leaſt, my Plcaiures I mean; of a!! the Vices 
1\ 4 | this 
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this Town affords, and (Heaven blefs the Reformy 
there's a pretty conſiderable Stock ſtill left, I can't keep 
one to myſelf for him; he out-docs. me at my own 
Weapons ; out-drinks me, out-whores me, out- ſwears 
me, out-lies me, out-wits me, and (which I'll never 
forgive him) he out-lives me too. 

F.. That indeed may be the worſt Part of your 
Fortune. What, has he not increas'd your Allowance 
yet ? 

Y. Ra. The, Title of it he has, but my Income' 
much !e's than ever it was « 

Fr. How do you mean? 

Y. Ra. Why, he has oblig'd me, upon making it up 
Two Hundred Pounds a Tear, to play with him every 
(Quarter for Fifty Pounds, at Picquet or Backgammon); 
both which he underſtands fo much better than I, that 
] conſtantly receive my Rent in nothing but Repiques, 
Capotts, Camens, ard Doublets. | 

fr. Why at this Rate, he ailows you nothing at all, 

Y. Ra. Not fo much as the Deal or the Dice, by 


Fr. How can you live without Money? 

V. Ra. Faith I am heartily weary of it, and was this 
Minute thinking of a Project to bring him to better 
Articles. 

F.. Can I aſſiſt you? 

V. Ra. I can't tell but you may: You muſt know I 
am (or may be at leaſt) his Rival in my Lady Mar 
we, She has given me Encouragement, which he 1 
ſometimes very uneaſy at; now I have no Way ſo likely 
to carry my Point, as by flatly telling him, unlels he 
immediately complies, I am poſitively reſolv'd to purſue 
my Fortune there. | 

F.. You could not have thought better; ſtand to it 

ſtoutly, 


to 
be 
is 


„ 0 


The Scuoor-Bor. 9 


ſtoutly, I warrant you bring him down, to the * 
down. 

Y. Ra. Dye think ſo? Egad, old Gentleman, lock. 
to yourſelf, or I may chance to jump into the Saddle 
before you. But ſee, here he comes; Ten to One he 
is now going to viſit her. 

Fr. Hark you, ſuppoſe you give me Leave to try hi- 
Good - nature firſt; you'll then have a fairer Excuſe fu 
taking his Miſtreſs from him. 

v. Ra. With all my Heart: I'll be near enough in 
the next Walk to over-hear you; but if you can make 
nothing of him, I'll ev'n attack him myſelf, and come 
down Point Blank to the Buſineſs. 

Fr. Away. [Ext. 


Enter Major Rakiſh, forging. 


Maj. Toll, toll, dum, dum, &c.——Fa! my litele 
Ned, hew is it? 

F.. At your Service, Major : You're brisk and hearty 
ſtill, I ſee ; how does your Son, pray? 

Maj. O! a {ad Dog! the Boy's ruin'd, ftrip'd, ſtrip'd 
every Day ! The Puppy will play, tho' he knows no 
more of the Lay than a Milkwoman : Why Yeſterday, 
now, I paid him 50 J. for his Quartridge, I warrant by 
this Time, the Bubble has not ſo much as a ſingle 
Guinea to play at Even and Odd with. 

Fr. He tells me, that you always ſtrip him, ard have 
oblig'd him to play with you once a Quarter. 

Maj. That's true, for if I did not take Care, he 
would be throwing it away next Minute: So I am 
&rced to oblige him to play with me, tho I know the 


Dog would rather any Scoundrel ſhould win it than his 
Father, 
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this Town affords, and (Heaven blefs the Re 
there's a,pretty conſiderable Stock till left, I can't keep 
one to myſelf for him; he out-docs me at my own 
\Wcapons ; out-drinks me, out- Whores me, out-ſwears 
me, out-lies me, out-wits me, and (which I'll never 
forgive him) he out-lives me tco. 

F.. That indeed may be the worſt Part of your 
Fortune. What, has he not increas'd your Allowance 
yet? 

Y. Ra. The Title of it he has, but my Income's 
much less than ever it was 

Fr. How do you mean? 

Y. Ra. Why, he has oblig'd me, upon making it up 
Iwo Hundred Pounds a Year, to play with him every 
Quarter for Fifty Pounds, at Picquet or Backgammon 
both which he underſtands ſo much better than I, that 
] conſtantly receive my Rent in nothing but Repiques, 
W Camcons, ard Doublets. 

. Why at this Rate, he ailows you nothing at all, 

7. Le. Not fo much as the Deal or the Dice, by 
Jupiter. 

Fr. How can you ive without Money? 

Y. Ra. Faith I am beartily weary of it, and was this 
Minute thinking of a Project to bring him to better 
Articles. 

Fr, Can I aſſiſt you ? 

V. Ra. I can't tell but you may: You muſt know l 
am (or may be at leaſt) his Rival in my Lady Mar 
ve, She has given me Encouragement, which he 1 
ſometimes very uneaſy. at; now I have no Way ſo likely 
to carry my Point, as by flatly telling him, unleſs he 
immediately complies, I am poſitively refoly'd to purkve 
my Fortune there. 

Fr. You could not have thought better ; ſtand to it 

ſtoutly, 
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ſtoutly, I warrant you bring him down, to the EY 
down. 

Y. Ra. Dye think ſo? Egad, old Gentleman, los. 
to yourſelf, or I may chance to jump into the Saddle 
before you. But fee, here he comes; Jen to One he 
is now going to viſit her. 

Fr. Hark you, ſuppoſe you give me Leave to try hi- 
Good-nature firit ; you'll then have a faicer Excuſe tf 
taking his Miſtreſs from him. 

V. Ra. With all my Heart: I'll be near enough in 
the next Walk to over-hear you; but if you can make 
nothing of him, PI ll ev'n attack him myſelf, and cone 
down Point Blank to the Buſineſs. 

Fr. Away. [Ex:t. 


Enter Major Rakiſh, forging. 


Maj. Toll, toll, dum, dum, Sc. Fa! my little 
Ned, hew is it ? 

Fr. At your Service, Major : You're brisk and hearty 
fill. I ſee ; how does your Son, pray? 

| Maj. O! a fad Dog! the Boy's ruin'd, ſtrip'd, irip'd 
every Day! The Puppy will play, tho' he knows no 
more of the Lay than a Milkwoman : Why Yeſterday, 
now, I paid him 50 J. for his Quartridge, I warrant by 
this Time, the Bubble has not fo much as a ſingle 
Guinea to play at Even and Odd with. 

Fr. He tells me, that you always ſtrip him, ard have 
oblig'd him to play with you once a Quarter. 

Maj. That's true, for if I did not take Care, he 
would be throwing it away next Minute: So I am 
forced to oblige him to play with me, tho I know the 
pos would rather any Scoundrel ſhould win it than his 

ather, 
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Fr. But this is allowing him nothing in the End, 
Major. 

Maj. Nothing! why don't I pay him conſtantly, 
every Quarter ? 

Fr. Ay, but you conſtantly ſtrip him every Quarter: 
Faith, Major, this Way will but drive him to ſome Ex- 
travagance at laſt. 

Maj. Extravagance! a Hang-dog ! Has not Nature 
given him a ſtrong Back? Let him live by that, or let 
him do as I did, turn Beau, and live upon Tick; let 
him be civil to his Laundreſs, ſay ſoſt Things to his 
Sempſtreſs, help his Taylor to Cuitom, dine with my 
Lord Open-hou/e, bilk his Lodgings, and now and then 
ſharp a Play in the Side-Box. * 

Fr. This, I know, he's very often forc'd to do ; but 
[ believe he's heartily weary on't; for I heard him fay 
lately, he had ſome Thoughts of marrying my Lady 
Manlode: Now, in my Opinion, ſhe wou'd be a much 
properer Match for you; therefore I would even adviſe 
you to pay him his Allowance clear, and let him quit 
his Pretences to her. 

Maj. His Pretences, a poor Dog! from what! his 


Eftate ! Three Shirts, Two Wigs, and a Snuff- Box; 


does the Nouſe Crown think to frighten me there, Þl 
try that preſently. Vil viſit her this Minute ; the Dog 
ſhall ſtarve this Twelve-month for his Impudence. 


Enter ung Rakiſh. 


Y. Ra Say you fo, old Gentleman! Nay, then 
'tis time to look about me, Sir. 
[Pulls the Major by the Sleeve. 
Maj. Ha! art thou there, my dear Smock-face ? 


Y. Ra. If you're not in extraordinary Haſte, may I 


beg the Favour to know whither you're going? 
Maj. 
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Maj. Why doſt thou ak, my Chicken? 

V. Ra. Becauſe, Sir, I have ſome Reaſon to believe 
it may be to my Lady Marnizve ; therefore I thought fic 
to inform you, it would not be a very proper time, Sir, 
for I'm going thither mytelf. * 

Maj. Adio, that's true, I hear thou'rt going to marry 
her. 
Y. Ra. That's as I ſhall think fit, Sir. 

Maj. Hah ! haſt thou nothing elſe to ſay to me, my 
dear Dacky ? 

Y. Ra. Sir, if you have any Thoughts of going, in 
plain "Terms I ſhan't care to ſee you there. 

Maj. Hah ! 

V. Ra. For my Buſineſs with her is private, 

Maj. Is it? 

Y. Ra. Therefore your Company will but diſturb 
us, Sir. 

Maj. Difturb you, ha 

V. Ra. I hear, Sir, you make Pretences there. 

Maj. Doit thou? 

Y. Ra. And I adviſe you as a Friend, to give them 
over. | 

Maj. Say no more, my little Da-4y. (Going. 

Y. Ra. Sir, I have a great deal more to ſay. 

Maj. Say it. 

V. Ra. In ſhort, Sir, I find your Gocd-nature and 
my Fortune are ſo very low, that I am refolved to 
marry her, 

Maj. To marry her! 


Very good But upon 


Condition I will pay thee thy Two Hundred Pounds 
a Year conſtantly, Tax and Play free, thou art willing 
to renounce all Claim to her, ha! I&t not fo, my little 
Dacky ? Come, ſpeak, you dear bluſhing Rogue, you, 
ſpeak. 
V. Ra, Look you, Sir, in Conſideration that you are 
A6 my 
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my Father, and one I would not willingly be a Rival 
to, make it Four Hundred a Year, and I il have no 
more to ſay to her. 

Maj. Four Hundred, my Child! wilt thou *"bate me 
nothing ? 

Y. Ra. I'm at a Word, Sir. 

Maj. At a Word, my little Dacky/ Nay, then for a 
quiet Life, do you ſee, I will give, I will give thee, let 
me ſee, what? Oh! the Devil a Groat, my little 
Dacky ! bye Ned, Voll, Toll. [ Exit forging. 

Fr. Faith, Fack, this I confeſs is proyoking 3; what 
will you do ? 

V. Ra. Be reveng'd, and rival him this Moment. 

Fr. Can I ferve you? | 

Y. Ra. Can you lend me your Lodgings this After 
noon, if a Nan ſhou'd have Occaſion ſor em? 

Fr. Any thing J have is at your Service. 

V. Ra. I thank you, dear Ned, Adieu: If I ſucceed, 
vou Nail hear from me. 

Fr. Good Luck to you. 

Y. Ra. Let me ſee! Here have I Revenge, a good 
Eltate, Narriage, and an old Woman, al together in 
one Diſh. Now to coniult my Stomach a little] Re- 
verge is a pictty hollow Bit, that's the 'I'ruth on't; and 
1500/7. a Year is well enough for a ſtarving young Fel 
b to piddle upon. But then again, Marriage is Hell, 
and an od Woman is the Devil Well, and what's 
a youny one? The fame, alter a Montl''s Poſſeſſion. 
Old, would the were Fourſcore, for Egad, upon fecond 
+ houghts, when a Man is to be nooicd, who the Devil 
woulu cou to be tied up in a zotten Halter, {£x:. 
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We — 1 
E — — 


Scent Lady Manlove's IIc uſc. 


Euter Lettice and Betty. 


Betty. E LL, Lettice, thou liv'ſt in a rare Family 

VV here; thou wilt certainly pick up a For- 
tune, and that's the Thing, you know, that picks up 
a Husband. 

Lett. Nav, IJ have no Reaſon to complain of my 
Lady's Humour; for at any time if I have but a Mind to 
a Suit of Knots, or a Gown of a Week's Wear only, ts 
but commending her Shape or Complexion in a contrary 
Colour, and the Buſineſs is done. 

Ret. And if you have but a warm Intrigue to enter- 
tan her with, her Souls your own. 

Letr. Right : Did I never tell you how ſhe ferved an 
amorous Book of Major Rak;/#'s 'To-Day ? 

Bet. No, how was it, prithee ? 

Lett. You muſt know, he recommended one of Scar- 
ron's Novels to her; but withal told her one particular 
Page in it was a little ſmutty. 

Bet. So! 

Lett. Upon which ſhe very diſcreetly deſired him to 
double it down, that ſhe might be ſure to avoid it; but 
when ſhe return'd the Book, that poor Leaf was more 
thumb'd and blurr'd, than the Beginning of a School- 
Eoy's Acc;dence. 

Bet. Ha! ha! ha! And no doubt ſhe took as much 
Pain, to get it by Heart. But now you talk of a School- 

Boy, 
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Boy, how ſtands your Aﬀairs with my Lady's Son, 
Maſter Fohrmy ? 

Lett. O! in a very fair Way, Child! Tho' he pre- 
tends, upon our late Quarrel, to comply with his Mo- 
ther's Perſuaſion of going to St. Omers, (by the Way, [ 
hear ſhe intended to make a Prieſt of him) now I know 
tis only to try whether or no I ſhall be contented to 
part with him. 

Ber. How came you to quarrel with him ? 

Lett. He happen'd to catch me alone, as I was 
making his Bed this Morning ; his Stomach was up, it 
ſeems, and the young Gentleman was going to fall to 
before the Parſon had ſaid Grace; upon which I gave 
him a Box on the Ear, and vow'd I'd never marry him 
as long as I livd. 

Bet. Marry him! Why I thought you had only de- 
ſigned to make a Fool of him. 

Lett. That's making a Husband of him, I think; 
but ſee, here he comes, away, dear Betty, for now's my 
only Time to manage him. 


Enter Johnny, and walks by Lettice ſcarnfully. 


Jabnny. Dick! go and ſee if the Horſes be come. 
What daſt thou dangle after me for ? 

Lett. Well, Squire, I knew the Time, when you 
wou'd ha' been glad that I wou'd ha” follow'd you: But 
I find now you never lov'd me. [ Cries. 

John. It's a Lye! I did love you, fo I did, Mrs. 
Snafpiſh, 

Lett. You wou'd not have the Heart to leave me then. 
Oh! Cries. 

Jon. Remember the back Cloſet up two Pair of 


Stairs, young Gentlewoman Vaah! You cou'd 
} ſq uall 
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ſquall louder then, when I did but offer to ſee whether 
garter'd above Knee or not. 

Lett. Why I don't garter above Knee, you may feel 
{| here then. : 
| Fohn. What do I care! I won't feel there, I'll do 
I what I pleaſe, or elſe I won't ſtay. ' 
| Lett. No, Squire, you are miſtaken in me, I am 

not ſuch a one neither; I'll die, before I'll be your * 0 

Fohn, And Ill be hang'd before I'll be your Fool; Wt: 
why Dick, why doſt thou not get Horſes ready ? 

Lett. You ſhall nat leave me then. [Leans on him.] 
If you will ſtay, I'll be kinder to you; do but try me 
till To-morrow : I won't cry out no more indeed. You 
hall tie 3 where you pleaſe, if you won't 


Jobe, Will you let's buſs you then? [Sarlily. 

Lett. Yes, in a civil Way. LX, her. 

Folm. Well, will you promiſe to love me now, and 
be free with a Body ? 

Lett. Vil love you as long as I live, if you won't 
leave me. [Squanuls, 

John. Well, well, what do you whawle for ? 

Lett. Pm ſure *tweu'd break my Heart to part with 


you ; pray, dear Squire, don't go. [ Lowder. 
John. What do you keep ſuch a Bawling for ; I tell 
you I won't go Let's buſs you again. 
Emer Lady Manlove, wnſeer. ö 


L. Man. What's here? My young Rogue, and that 


impudent Quean in cloſe Conterence, [I'll obſerve 
them. 


Fohn. But will you promiſe to marry me To- Pay if 
| won't go. 


L. Man. 


+ 
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L. Man. So! a 22 

Lett. Marry you, ay, poor Fool, you may be ſure 
on't. [ Afide.] But won't you foriake me then, and uſe 
me ill, 

Jab. I tell you, I wont uſe you ill, you Fool you. 

L. Man. O! I han't Patience. Why, how now, Sir. 
rah! What are you doing there? and you, Mrs. Fre, Pll 
teach you to debauch my Son, I will, you ſtinking 
Jade you. [Slaps her. 

Job. What do you ſtrike her for, Mother? what do 
you ſtrike her for ? you ſhan't ſtrike her no more. 

[ Interpoſing. 

L. Man. How, Sirrah ! ſhan't I ſtrike her: you 
ſawey Rogue, [I'll fell you to the Ground. 

Job. Will you? I'll try that, [Holds her Hand:.] 
Now ſtrike me to the Ground, can't you'? Let's ſee you 


firike me now. [They firuggh. 
Let. What an unfortunate Diſcovery was this? To 


be caught juſt as we had agreed upon Articles: But, 


however, I don't fear him, for I know he will marry 
me now, if it be only to contradict his Mother 
Dear Squire, don't anger my Lady ſo; Pray, Sir, let 


her go. 
"Fob. Why, if ihe will be quiet, with all my Heart; 
I don't meggle with her. | [ Lets go. 


L. Man. O! O! The Rogue has ſprain'd my Arms, 
I ſhall not be able to ſtir them this Twelve-month. 

Jab. Look'e, Mother, I am forry for't, I did not 
deſign you any Harm, not I: But why ſhou'd you offer 
to ſtrike the poor Girl fo ? | 

L. Man. Sirrah, what's that to you, how dare you 
juſtify her ? 

Jeb. Why, may be, I had a Kindneſs for her, what 
then ? And, look you, -Mother, to tell you the Truth, 
indeed I do think, you ought to be acquainted with 

| the 
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the Buſineſs You muſt know, I deſign to marry 
her. $4 

L. Man. Dare you tell me this to my Face, Sirrah ? 

Joh. Why, how ſhould I tell it you, behind your 
Back ? 

L. Mun. Sirrah ! How dare you think of ſuch a 
Thing! you Jack-a-napes ! 

Job. Don't you call me Names, Mother ; don't call 
me Names: But, if I do think on't, how can 1 help it? 
And pray why ſhou'd not I think on't as well as you: 
I ſuppoſe you thougl t of a Husband, and why ſhou'd not 
I think of a Wife ? You have had your Swing already. 
cod my Father was no Flincher; was nct I born of 
your Body, pray ? And why ſhould not 1 get Some-body 
on Some body's cl.c Body? 

L. Man. Was ever heard ſuch Impudence ? Sirrah, I. 
ſhall turn over a new Leaf with you. Your Governor 
will be here preſently, and he ſhall know what a 
wicked Rogue you are! Vil make him flea your Back- 
ſide for you. 

Job. I don't believe you will, and he meggles with 
me, I may chance to lay him on his Back, he flea my 
Backſide ! he kiſs ! ——— won't he ? 

L. Man. So, ſo, this is very fine Language 

Job. Lettice, do you ſlip away into my Chamber, 
and I will come to you preſently. [A4fide to Lettice, 

h [Ex. Leitice. 


Enter Father Benedict, bcoted, &c. 


L. Man. O Father! I am glad you are come; your 
Pupil here, my Son ehnnr, has been making Love to 
one of my impudent Maids ; and tells me to my Face, 
he'll marry her, he won't go his Journey, not he 


F. Ben. 
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F. Ben. Leta me alone leta me alone! come ! come 
adam, 'tis better to give him de good vard 
How you do, Young Gentleman! how you doe, me al 
be ver glad to ave de Care of you. 

Jeb. Ay, and you had beſt have a Care of me. 

F. Hen. You no feara dat, dat is ver' well, now 
you be one good Shild -—— [Pats him on the Head. 

Job. What do you tap me o'th' Head for? [ Surlify, 

F. Ben. O'me lofe ycu, Maitre Jeluny, me lofe 
you. [ Chucks Lim. 

Jab. Let my Chin alone, will you. 

[Strikes azvay his Hand. 

F. Ben, Vat you mean, ſtrike a me! vat you mean, 
me fal ave de Vip for you? 

Fab. Who is that you'll have the Whip for, you 
Loggerhead you, who will you have the Whip for? 
ha ! L Doubling his Fift. 

F..Ben. Loggerhate, Jernie Bleu, vat is dat Logger- 
hate ? pr 

Job. You may go look, it's ſuch a Fcol as you are. 

F. Ben. De Feole, a ha! me underſtanda dat ver 
well, you call a me de Fool, Humph. 

Foh. Why, don't you hear I do, Dunderpate. 

F. Ben. Dunderpate, Je vous prie, Madam, vat is 
dat, Dunderpate ? 

L. Man. A very ſcurrilous Name, Sir, won't you 
break his Head for't ? 

F. Ben. O, letta me alone, Madam, Ecoutes Maitre 
Feanny, vat vill you ſay, if vor de Loggerhate, vor de 
Fool, and for de Dunderpate, me ſal give you one, 
two, tree Slaps of the Chops, Naitre Teanmy? Humph. 
| Job. Why, 1 ſay, if you give me ſuch another 

Word, I may chance to wipe you croſs the Jaws, 


F. Ben. Ver well, where is de Reverence you ave vor 
me Perſonne ? 


750. 
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Jab. O Lord, Sir, I do Sir-reverence your Perſon. 

F. Pin. Allons, dan aska me de Pardon, aska me 
de Pardon. 

Jeb. Ask your Pardon, for what ! For What! Can 
vou tell, you Owl you ? Ask your Pardon here, 
give the poor Boy his Hat ; there, now I ask your 
Pardon. [Strikes off Lic Hat and Perriauig, and dif 
covers {is Crown.) A hey! what a Dickens have we 
got here ? AN 

F. Ben. Ad due Grande Xlalheure, vat ſal me do? 
He a diſcover my Couronne. 

L. Nan. Undone, ruined, I ſhall never get the 
Rogue to go now. 

Feb. Pray, Sir, what Trade are you? LI the Prirft. 

L. Man, He is no Trade, Sirrah; but a civil, ſober 
Gentleman, that I have prevailed with to be your Go- 
rernor. 

Job. He my Governor ! what, to make a Papiſt 
of me; look's, Mother, as for Religion, d'ye ſee, I 
han't yet been taught much of any Sort: But, Adſ- 
ſuckers, this I know, that I wow be a Papiſt ; it's a 
hard Caſe, ifa Man muſt go to the Devil, he can't 
take it out in what fort of Wickedneſs he pleaſes: For 
my part, I'll even go the Way of the Fleſh, I'm re. 
folv'd the Spirit ſhall not carry me; Odds Fleſh! I 
won't be Prieit-ridden thither : Not but I believe this 
ſame Gentleman knows the Road as well as a Dow» 
Poſt-Horſe. But I am not fo hot upon that Journey, 
and ſo will pull off my Boots, d'ye fee ———— Tall ; 
lall, lall. [Sits deten and ſing 

L. Man. You impudent young Raſcal, how * vou 
offer to pull off your Boots ? Sirrah, I'll have you: 
Bones broke; I'll malte yqu change your T'ure. 

Jeb No, you ſhan't » Toll bll, lll. 
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L. Man. You ſawey Rogue, do you laugh in my 
Face, I'll whip your Eyes our. 
[Offers to take Benedict: Whip, 
F. Ben. No, trouble yourſelf, Madam, letta me 
alone: Allons : Put on your Boote, Maitre Fearny. 


Job. Toll, loll, loll. [ Looking in his Face, 
F. Ben. Vat is dad, J, toll, toll ? Me ſay put on your 
Boote [ Cracks his Whig. 


Joh. Ay, it's no Matter for that 
change my Tune, toll, loll, loll. 

L. Man. Hold, Father, don't be too ſevere ; I find 
there is no dealing with him, we muſt even try what 
fair Words will do. 

F. Ben. Ma Foy, Madam, me believe dat is de beſt 
Way. 

L Man. Johnny, my dear Johnny, don't be fo wil 
ful, prithee mind what I ſay to thee. 

Job. Why, ay, Mother Now, your Note's 
alter'd, d'ye fee, I don't care if I do change my Tune. 

L. Man. Now, thou art a dear Child ! come, that's 
my good Boy, prithee put on thy Boots again; ſee, 
here's Money for thee ! Thou ſhalt have any Thing thou 
canſt ask for. 

Joh. Say you ſo? I'cod, then I'll ſerve you a brave 
Trick ! that Money will buy Lettice a pure Topping to 
her Wedding Cloaths, Why, look'e, Mother, 
becauſe you give me good Words now, if you'll give 
me that Purſe now, d'ye ſee, and make Vather Bald-pate 
walk down Stairs, why, I'll put them gn again. 

L. Mar. But will you promiſe me to go your Journey 
too ? | 

Job. Poh, I will, I tell you — why don't he go. 

[Sits doxwn, putting them on. 

L. Man. Dear Father, don't let's croſs him in this 

good Humour, pray be gone. 


F. Ben 


I won't - 
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F. Ben. With all mine Art, Madam, Maitre Jeanny, 
me be your ver Humble Servant. [ Exit. 

L. Man. Why doſt thou fit upon the Floor, Jeanny? 

Job. P h, what does it ſignify where's the 
Purſe, Mother ? 

L. Man. That's my good Child, put on t'other Boot, 
and thou ſhalt have it. 

Job. Pſha ! why, there it is; you ſee what tis to be 
ſo now give's the Money. 

[ Faflens her with à Piercer to the Floor. 

L. Man. Well, but will you promiſe to get on Horſe- 
back as ſoon as you have it ? 

Joh. What, d'ye think I wou'd tell you a Lie, Mo- 
ther, and look you in the Face in this Manner ? 

L. Man. That's my dear Boy; there tis, to do what 
thou wilt with. 

Fob. Toll, Joll, loll. 

[Riſes, and pulls off his Boots again. 

L. Man. How, now ! what does the Fool mean ? 

Job. No Fool, no Fool, Mother. 

L. Man. You wicked Villain, I'll—{ Find: herſelf faſt.) 
Ha! what's here, Hark ye, Sirrah, Rogue, what's the 
Meaning of this ? 

Jab. That's becauſe you ſhou'd not follow me: 
Look e, Mother, always tie a mad Bull to a Stake. 
Toll, loll and there's my Tune again for you 
now, Toll, loll, loll, [ Exit Singing. 

L. Man. Was ever Woman plagu'd with ſuch a ſtub- 
born Raſcal ! What ſhall I do? Oh! how the Rogue 
has rammed it in. Who's within there? If I live, 
Til be reveng'd ! TIl marry the lewdeſt Fellow about 
Town ; nay, the moſt notorious Rogue of a Lawyer ; 
but, I'll Keep his Eſtate from him. 


/ 


Enter 
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Enter Servant. 


Serv. Major Rakiſh, Nladam, and his Son, deſire to 
ſpeak with you. 

L. Man. They could not take me in a better Time, 
neither of them ſhall want Encouragement ; here, pri- 
thee undo this. | 

Serv. O dear, Madam, this is Maſter Fohnny's 
Piercer. | 

L. Man. Where is the Rogue, did you ſee him? 

Serv. Yes, Madam, he juſt now put Letzice into a 
Hackney-Coach. 

L. Man. And did he go with her? 

Serv. No, Madam, he's ſomewhere in the ITouſe. 

L. Man. If he offers to go out, be ſure you dog him, 
and bring me Word immediately go, bid the 
Gentlemen walk up. 

Serv. Yes, Madam. 


Enter Major and J. Rakiſh. 


Maj. Madam, your moſt humble Servant; Odsbud ! 

it's a Month ſince I kifs'd your Ladyſhip's Hand. 
[Offering towards her, and J. Rak. fleps before him. 

Y. Ra. It's an Age, Madam, fince I did ; therefore, 
as a longer abſent Lover, ought to do it firſt. 

L. Man. O dear, Sir, I'll ſwear you hurt me. 

v. Ra, Can there be Harm in ſuch a tender Graſp of 
Love ! Madam, your Charms bound like a rowling 
Deluge o'er my Soul, and ſtifle me in Exceſs ef fond 
Deſire. Ah ! the very Pangs of Death are on me, 1 
beat and ſtruggle like a drowning Wretch for Life, and 
theſe my laſt Convulfions. 


Maj. Humph ! Al. 
L. Man. 
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L Man. Well, I really believe I might have Satiſ- 
faftion enough in ſuch a Husband, without conſidering 
the Pleaſure of Revenge. [ Afide. 

Y. Ra. Will you make it Four Hundred, Sir ? 

[To the Major. 

Maj. Oons you Dog ! I'll lay your Head upon both 
your Shoulders. [Apart to J. Ra. 

Y. Ra. O, take me to that healing Boſom ! wrap me 
in the warm Folds of Love ! Feed me with the Balmy 
Sweets that flouriſh there ; give me new Life, and nurſe 
me to an Infant Dotage. 

L. Max. O! I ſhall faint! I am not able to contain 
myſelf. | 

Maj. Dacky, thou ſha!t have a Hundred Guineas, 
prithee let her alone, my dear Boy. [7c J. Rak. 

V. Ra. Where am I? ſure, tis Elizium [Starting 


| lacl, ] for mortal Fleſh could never feed ſo high; I ſur- 


ſeit with Delight! my Soul's all over Bliſs ! my Taviſh'd 
Senſes ake with Pleaſure, and I grow faint with ga- 
zing. [Fails on Jer Doſom. 
L. Man. O, I die! I die! [ Afide. 

Maj. Dacky, my dear Dacky, thou ſhalt have Two 
Hundred Pound. | | 

V. Ra. Thus let us ever live! thus bleſt with one 
perpetual Round of circling Pleaſure, ſtill fainting with 
Exceſs of Love, and waking ſtill to new reviving 
Joys. ; 

Maj. Oouns ! how the Rogue has diſſolved her. 

[ Aide. 

v. Ra. You ſee, Sir, what Poſture my Affairs are in, 
nothing but full Four Hundred can forbid the Bans. 

Maj. Say'ſt thou ſo, my little Dacky, then there lies 
your way down Stairs, [Steps in between them, and 
draws.) Sirrah, go, get you gone, Dog, go. 


L. Man. 
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L. Man. Oh! for Heaven's Sake, what do you mean! 

| Holds the Major. 

Y. Ra. Oh! don't be frightn:d, Madam ; I'll tell 
you the Bufineſs You muſt know, Madam, 
there is a young Lady here in the Pall Mall, of a pro- 
digious Fortune, whom, it ſeems, my Father poſitively 
deſigns I ſhall marry, or he will dif.nherit me; and 
ſo let him, Madam, if he pleaſes: For my Part, I 
confeſs my Soul and Body, Madam, are intirely devoted 
to your Ladyſhip ; and if 1 were to die upon the Spot, 
Madam, I folemnly declare, I would not renounce one 
Tittle of that eternal Paſſion I have avowed for your 


Ladyſhip's moſt indelible Perſections. 
[Boxwes, and ogles. 


Maj. Ha! [ Atenifp"d. 

L. Man. O fie, Sir, this is moſt inhuman, to force 
your only Son to marry one he can't love. Come, Sir, 
for my Sake ſpare him; pray put up your Sword. 

Maj. Well, Madam, for your Sake, d'ye ſee, I— 
I will ſheath my Indignation : But may I never more 
hear the dear, dear Glug, Glug of a full Flask, if all 
this is not a notorious Lie, from Top to Bottom. But 
now, Madam, to the Buſineſs I came for; Locke, 
Madam, if you and I make a Match, d'you fee—— 
you mult expect every Ten Months, for the firſt Seven 
Years Twins, Madam I always get Twins; 
that Whelp's a Iwin, Madam, and the Product of my 
Juvenile Recreations. 

LT. Ra. makes Love in Dumb Shew behind his Back. 

L. Man. Let me die, but that is irreſiſtibly per- 
ſuaſive. | 

Maj. I am very proud, Madam, your Ladyſhip likes 
what I ſay to you. 


L. Man. Well, Sir, I ſwear you have ſuch a Way, 


and ſuch a Son. Ala. 


Maj. 


| 
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Maj. Madam, I have Fifteen Hundred Pounds a Year 
clear Eſtate, no Children in the World but this Boy here; 

[ ſhall drink him dead in a Fortnight, and then, Madam, 
| after my Death, tis all your own for ever: How fay 
you, Madam, do yoa like of it ? 

L. Man. Ay, Sir, but now let me hear your Son's 
Propoſals. 

Maj. Pha ! a Beggar, a poor Dog, Madam. 

v. Ra. Madam, tis true, I have not one Groat in 
the World, have no Hopes of any thing, for the very 
Moment I marry you, I am ſure to be difinherited : 
Madam, as a Friend, I beg you to believe this true, for 
I cou'd ſooner die than cheat you with a pretended For- 
tune. [Nucl.] But if the laſt Extremities of an 
humble Paſſion, have any Merit in the Eyes of Virtue, 

then ſhew your Pity here, and raiſe me with a kind re- | 
riving Hope. 
Maj. What a Tongue the Dog has. [ Afede. 

L Man. O dear, Sir, pray riſe, 

Maj. Pſha! Madam, Words, Words, mere Air! 
Odsbud, I have an Argument in my Pocket, that uſe> 
to convince a Woman ſooner than all the Poetical Rap- 
tures in Chriſtendom : Look'e, Madam, the only certain 
Proof of a Man's Paſſion, is, when he parts with his 
Money; therefore, as an Earneſt of my Affection, give 
me Leave to lay theſe Four Hundred of the King” 
Faces at your Feet. 

Y. Ra. Which, when you marry, Sir, you know, 
will be your own again. 

Maj. Hold your Peace, Sirrah— There, Madam, 
| diſpoſe of it as you pleaſe. [ Gives it into her Hand. 1 
L. Man. O dear, Major, this is an extravagant Piece of 1 
Gallantry———— Bleſs me! how heavy it is | 
Pray, Sir, do methe Favour to hold it for me. 

| [Gives it t V. Ra. 
V. Ka. 
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V. Ra. Tum, dum. ¶ Learing on the Major, and 
Maj. 1 muſt murder the Dog, I muſt murder him. 
[ 4/ide.) Oouns, Madam, I could have held it for you. 
Y. Ra. But not fo faſt as I ſhall; Tum, dum. 
Maj. I was in Hopes, Madam, you would have made 
a better Uſe of the Money. [Out of Humour, 
L. Man. O dear, Sir, can I expreſs my Concern far 
you a better Way, than by being kind to your Chil- 
dren ? 
Maj. Ay, Madam, but not to my Rival. | 
Y. Ra. So! this has pretty well convinc'd him my 5 
Intereſt is better than his, and now is my only Time to 
tell it him. [Ad-] Look you, Sir, if you'll give me 
Leave to ſpeak a Word or Two in private with this La- 
dv, I will immediately convince you, that in her diſpo- 


ſing of this Money, ſhe had no other Conſideration than | + 
your Intereſt. 
L. Man. What can he mean. (did. | me 
Maj. Why this might be done, Dacky, if I could but 
perſuade myſelf to truſt thee. by 
Y. Ra. Why, Sir, you ſhall not truſt me out of yow | m 
_ | Ic 
Maj Humph ! ſay'ſt thou fo, my little Daciy ? Nay, ! 
Y. Ra. Madam, if you pleaſe. [Takes her afide. 80 
& 


Enter Maſter Johnny behind. 


Job. So, Lettice is falſe enough now, and let em 
lock me up if they can. Hey day! who have we 
here? I find my Mother has a Colt's Tooth left yet; 1 
warrant theſe are a Couple of Suitorors now ; Icod, || 
will put in with them—Sir, your Servant. [Te the Major] | 
What don't you know me ? $$ 

Maj. Know thee, prithee who art thou ? 
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Fab. Who be 1? Why, I be—— I be — Load I 
don't know what to tell him, not L Why, I be 
Mothet's Zon, don't'e ſee what I be? 

M. Ay, my dear Lad, I fee very plainly what thou 
art, but I want to know who thou art? Who is thy Fa- 
mer, Child ? | 
Jab. Who? Te never a Father at all, but I believe 
I ſhall have fhortly ; for I ſee my Mother is there hard 
at wark upon one. 

N. How! thy Mother! why, is thy Name 
Fohuny ? 

Jab. May be it is— what then; 

Maj. Why then, very ſhortly, thou wilt be my Son- 
in-Law. 

Fab. May be * 214. you may 
be. 


Maj. Odsbud, you young Rogue, PII buſs you into 
good Humour. [Offers to kiſe him, he fruggle:. 

Fab. Let me alone l be quiet, will ye! you ſhan't 
buſs me! Piſha! [Spir:] what a Plague do you flaver 
me ſo for? You my Father-in-Law ! yes, ſo you ſhall, 
r 

L. . Why really, Sir, if this be woe, 1 ma 
needs own, he is a very barbarous Man to uſe his only 
Son at this Rate; as far as I can ſerve you, by furthering 
tis innocent Revenge, Sir, you may command me. 
(To. V. Ra. 


Warn Seng” | 
L. Man. O you wicked Rogue! ner 
Job. Lord, don't ye be angry, Mother, I come to 

+ alk with you abont Buſine6. 


Y. Ra. Oh! * Madam, give the young Gentle- 


man Leave to fpeak, however 
Fob. A good fore of a civil Gentleman ; I may 


Ja. chance to do him a Kindneſs for this; PI affare you, 
B 2 Sir, 
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Sir, I will, if I can— Iam good-natur'd . 
People are civil to me. 

L. Man Well, what have you to ſay, Siriah ! / 

Job. Say! why I underſtand that this old Soldier is 
a Suitoror to you, and (to tell you the Truth) I don't 
like him; he's a ſtrange hurly burly fort of a' Man; he 
has buſs'd and flaver'd me here, whether I would or no, 
and has prick!'d my Face till my Eyes are all of a Water. 

L. lan. You fawcy Rogue, is this your Buſineſs? 
Know then, Sirrah, that this Gentleman ſhall be your 
Father-in- Law, if he pleaſes : Come, Sir, if you dare 
truſt yourſelf with me, I have ſomething to propoſe to 
you from ycur Son, that very nearly concerns the Hap- 
pineſs of us both. 

Maj. Odsbud, Madam, you overjoy me! But has 
that dear Toad put in a Word for me at laſt then ? Has 
he, Dacky ? Thou dear Son of an unhappy Dog of a 
Father, buſs me, you Whelp ; you dear Baſtard, buk 
me— I will remember thee for this, my little Dachy, 
Odsbud I will. [Exit with L. Man. 

V. Ra. I ſhall give you Cauſe, I believe. 

Job. Lord, Sir, how can you let him ſlaver you ſo, 
don't it make your : Noſe tingle ? Odsfiſh, he is gone 
away with my Mother too ! Shall I 1 
Sir? Icod, an' you ſay the Word, I'll do't. 

V. Ra. No, no, Squire, let him alone, he will be 
little the better for it— A good fort of an impudent Face 
this young Dog has, he e uſeful, run. in with 
him. ea C [4fde. 

Fob. Pray, Sir, bent you 2 Sujtorer'to my Morher ? 

Y. Ra. Ay, Squire, what do you . 1 me ſor a 
Father- in-Law ? 

Job. Icod, I like you very well, better A half than 
that old Soldier: What a Duce do you let him take ber 
af. 2 ſo for ? 

v. Ra: 


F 
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v. Ra. Oh! it's a Defign I have in my Head, Squire. 
N Job. Ay, Sir, but do you know what Deſign ſte 

may have in her Head? Look'e, Sir, I mean you well, 
I would not have you truſt her too far neither 
Odsfleſh ! you don't know her Sir, you don't 
know her. 

Y. Ra. Well, Squire, I'm oblig'd to you for your 
good Meaning ; and in Return, will acquaint you with 
my Deſign upon the old Soldier. 

Job. Ay! 

Y. Ra. You muſt know then 

Job. But hark'e, Sir, by the Way, who is that old 
Soldier ? 

Y. Ra. Only my Father, Sir. 

Job. How! how! Icod, then I find you care no 
more for your Father, than I do for my Mother. Well, 
dir but pray go on. 

Y. Ra. About an Hour hence, Squire, I ſhall pri- 
vately marry your Mother, who, in the mean time, by 
my Allowance, is to flatter the old Gentleman with the 
ſame Hopes, and (to revenge a ſevere Quarrel I have 
with him) is to appoint him a Meeting, (juſt when our 
Marriage is over) at a Friend's Houſe of mine, where I 
ſhall have a publick Opportunity to laugh at his Diſap- 
pointment, and invite him to my Wedding Supper. 

Job. Icod, that's well enough: O dear, Sir, ſhall I 
not beg the Favour of you to get the Parſon to do nic a 
ſmall Job too? Odd, I have a tight young Girl ker: 
hard by, that I have a main Mind to be married to 
1 Sir, won't you ſpeak a Word to him to tack us together 
a little ? : 

V. Ra. How, Squire, to tack you together! w hom 
have you adviſed with in this Buſineſs? Vho is it yu: 
have a Mind to marry? Are you ſure ilic's fit for a 
Wike ? 
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Fob. I don't know, Sir, but I'm fure ſhe's fit for a 
Husband. 

Y. Ra. Ha! Fgad, there can be no Harm in tying 
the young Rogue of a Shp-knot : This was a lucky Dif- 
covery ; ſomething may be made-on't. Le.] Well, 
Squire, 1:1 do all I can to ſerve you. 

Job. O dear, Sir, I am mainly oblig'd to you. 

V. Ra. Nay, I won't only lend you my Parſon, but 
my Money, nay, my very Cloaths ; egad, I'll make a 
Gentleman of thee. 

Jeb. Wull you, Sir? O law! [Ovwanyjey'd.] Icdd, 
then my Mother ſha!l make a Fool of me no longer — 
Sir, as I hope to be married, I had rather call you 
Vather-in-Law, than any Man in Chriſtendom. 

Y. Ra. Pſha! Pox! I'll be Brother to thee, Man; 
call me honeſt Jack. [ Hugs him.) We'll ſmoak, and 
whore, and roar, and take a Bottle together. 

Jab. Is yaur Name Jahn? Why, Sir, my Name' 
Fohn too: Adzooks, that's brave; honeſt John, how 
doſt do ? Damme ! (Struts. 

Y. Ra. Why that's well faid, Boy ; egad, thou 
{wear'ſt like a Gentleman already Come, my little 
Rake, now let's take one chearing Flask, before the 
Parſon does his Buſineſs; then get drunk, break Win- 
does, maul the Watch, and bed our new-married Wives 
in the Round-houſe. 

Fob. Ha Boys! gad gramercy, Brother-Father-in 
Law. LExeunt. 
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S OCE NE, Friendly“ Lodging. 


Enter Friendly and Young Rakiſh. 


E L I, Dear Fack, what Succeſs ? 
What have you done with the old 
Gentleman ? 

Y. Ra. Oh! routed him Horſe 
= =» and Foot, Ecce fignum ! Here's the 

Golden Plunder, Boy! I did his Buſineſs the firſt On- 

ſet ; beat him clearly out of the Fort of the Lady's 

Favour, and made him pay four hundred Pieces Con- 

tribution, before I delivered her up into his Hands 

again ? 

F. And have you done it ? 

Y. Ra. For aught he knows I have ; but by what 
I know, I have not: In ſhort, I neither deſign to 
quit or keep the Lady any longer than ſhe ſerves my 
Turn. 

Fr. How fo, Man ? 

Y. Ra. Nay, I won't tell you my Plot before-hand : 
For, here they come, and the Farce is going to begin ; 
pray, obſerve us —— You'll ſtand by me upon Occu- 
ſion. 


Fr. O, you may depend upon me. 
B 4 Enter 
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Erter Major and Lady Nlanlove. 


Maj. Ah! my little Ne4/ wiſh me Joy, wiſh me 
Jov, Lad! 

Fr. Toy ! of what, Major? 

Aft. 'The Joy of all Joys, Boy: Here's a beautiſul 
Lede, Sirrah, is going to give me Fifteen Hundred 
Pounds a Var to be her Bed-ſellow. 

Fe. Vety good Pay, I wiſh your Service may be 
Ale to deferve it. 

Mar. Able, Sir ! I'd have you to know, I am as young 
ever; let me lay my Hand upon the Main, Sir, 
- ou'l! find I can jump into the Saddle ftill. 

Fri. I'm glad to ſee your Layſhip here, Madam. 

I. Man. Dear Mr. Friendly, J am your moſt hum- 
„Servant; tho, I dare ſwear, you little expected it 
pon fo important an Occaſion. 

Fri. Mayn't we know the Occaſion, Madam ? 

L. Man. I vow, Sir, it's ſuch a critical Point, I don't 
now whether my Modeſty will be able to go through 
with the Diſcovery. 

V. Ra. If you pleaſe to give Leave, Madam, Þll 
help you out a little. 

Maj. Ay, ay, tell him, my little Dacky. 

Y. Ra. Well, Sir, not to keep you any longer in 
Suſpence, the Short of the Buſineſs is this: This noble 
J ady here, generouſly conſidering my Sufferings, un- 
der the Tyranny of an unnatural Father ; and being 
ſenhble, that by Reaſon of my indefatigable Love to her, 
was in a perpetual Danger of being diſinherited, has, 
out of her abuulant Goodneſs, piouſly conſented to re- 
verge me of the ſaid unnatural Father, by this pub- 
lick Diſappointment of his Hopes : Having (to his ut- 
ter Contuſion) already taken to her loving Husband, the 

indi- 
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individual Perſon of me his lawfully begotren Son 
John Rakiſh. 

Maj. Humph ! what is all this? Do you know, 
Madam, what the Devil is it ? 

L. Man. All Truth, Sir, to my Knowledge; the 
whole Truth, and nothing but the Truth : So take me 


John Rakifh. [Gives him her Hand. 
Maj. Ouns and Hell! Pl chine the Dog to the Na- 
vel [Dr axvs. 


Fr. Not in my Houſe, I beſeech you, Major. 

Maj. Prithee, dear Ned, let me come at him; oh! 
he's a bitter Dog, I can't bear him. 

[Trembling with Paſſion. 

Fri. Pho! prithee be pacified; if he mult be run 
thro' the Guts, he'!l deſerve it an Hour hence as well as 
now : Beſides, I would have you hear what he can fay 
for himſelf ; you know he does not ufe to be Tongne- 
ty'd upon theſe Occaſions. | 

Maj. Odsbud ! and that's true, my little Neddy / I 
will hear the Dog, I will hear him ; and if I am trick'd, 
Pm fatisfy'd I ſhall have the Pleaſure of half a Dozen 
rare impudent Faces from the unrighteous Baſtard}; 
to back his Roguery howe'er — —— Come hither, 
Dacky. 

Y. Ra. Well, Sir. | 

Maj. Ay, that's the Lock ; hark you, Iron-Face, 
art thou not a perjured Rogue? Doſt thou not expect 
to be ſplit, and broil'd upon the Devil's Grid-iron. 

Y. Ra. I don't apprehend you, Sir. 

Maj. Did'ſt thou not promiſe, Dog, to renounce all 
Claim to that Lady, provided, I would quit my Title 
to the Four Hundred Pound ? 

Y. Ra. Ay, Sir, but I conſidered four hundred 
Pound was Money ; and one had better break one”; 
Word, than a good Sum; and I thought it would be 
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more profitable to marry the Lady myſelf, and not to 
part with neither ; I know, from your own Example, 
Sir, you won't blame me for good Husbandry. | 

Maj. Oh! not in the leaſt, my dear Hell-Face ! 
thou haſt obliged me to the laſt Degree, by marrying 
this Lady; here, I can do no leſs than ſettle my Eſtate 
upon thee, which thou ſhalt have with a Vengeance; 
that is to ſay, I will inſtantly make Love to her Daugh- 
ter, offer her my whole Eſtate for a Jointure, cut of 
the Entail, get a whole Litter of Children, and dif. 
inherit you, you Dog. 

Y. Ra. Look'e, Sir, there I forbid the Banns, this 
Lady's Daughter is now mine, and I will not have my 
Family diſgrac'd, by admitting ſuch a notorious Rake- 
hell for my Son-in-Law : In fhort, your Pretences are 
utterly againſt my Conſent, and I poſitively declare you 
ſhall never have my Bleſſing. 

Maj. What a croſs old Fellow is this now ? Oons ! 
I'd give five thouland Pounds to make the Whelp my 
Father- in-Law. 

Y. Ra. Come, come, Sir, for a great deal leſs Mo- 
ney you ſhall make this Lady my Mother-in-Law. 

Maj. Ha! fay'ft thou fo, my little Dacky ? Why, 
art not married? ha! ſpeak. 

Y. Ra. So ſar from it, Sir, that upon Condition you 
will immediately ſign this Paper, which will entitle 
me to four hundred Pounds a Year during Life, and 
at your Deceaſe to the reſt of your Eſtate, I am willing 
this Moment to ſhow myſelf an obedient Son, and 
refign you the Lady. | 

L. Man. Baſe Man! you won't offer to ſell me? 

[Offers to" interrupt him, he keeps her aff. 

V. Ra. Don't you trouble yourſelf, Madam, I war- 
rant you; and to fatisfy you that my Meaning's ho- 
neft, the Writing is fo drawn, that unleſs you ac- 
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mally do marry the Lady, you're not obliged to give 
me a Groat. | 

Maj. Say ſt thou fo, my little Dacky. 

[Peruſes the Paper. 

L. Man. Audacious Villain! have you ferv'd me 
thus ? I will be reveng'd, tho' I — here, Major, Gives 
him her Hand] upon Condition, you'll never give that 
Villain a Groat, I will marry you this very Moment, 
and fave you the Money; nay, do but engage to diſin- 
herit him before To-morrow Morning, and I here im- 
mediately promiſe you fix thouſand Pounds in ready 
Gold and Jewels, to ſatisfy any Extravagance you 
ſhall chink fir. 

Y. Ra. So! 

Maj. Difinherit him ! Odsbud, your Ladyſhip's 
too merciful, an audacious Rogue! to think I cou'd 
be ſuch a Villain to wrong a Lady, Madam, of your 
unſpotted Virtue. Ounds ! I never heard ſuch an im- 
pudent Propoſal fince I was born, Madam ; if he 
were at the Gallows, with the Knot under his Left 
Ear ; nay, if the Word were given for the Cart to 
drive away, Blood and Brimſtone ! I would not part 
with Eighteen-pence to reprieve him. 

L. Man. On that Condition I am entirely yours, 

Maj. Ouns | Madam, I'll ruin him within this 
half Hour, I'll drive Revenge quite through his Soul; 
nay, I'll fend for the two Beggar-makers of the Na- 
tion, the Prieſt and the Lawyer, and make them 
clinch it on the other Side. 

Fr. What the Devil fhall we do now, Fack ? was 
there ever ſuch a Diſappointment ? 

Y. Ra. Faith, Ned, ſhe has Out-trump'd me, that's 
the Truth on't, but I can't loſe all, Man, I have 
Pam in my Hand ſtill. 

Fr. What do you mean? 
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Y. Ra. Her Son, her Son, Boy ! the Rogue has cho- 
ſen me for his Guardian; he will be here preſently ; Pl 
manage him to fetch her about, Ill warrant you. 

Fr. Igad, that's lucky; I am glad you are ſure 
of a Trick to fave yourſelf at laſt; in the mean 
time, Jack, try what a Court Card will do; play 
your Impudence upon them. 

V. Ra. Mum! 

L. Man. Now, Devil, I am reveng'd of you. 

Y. Ra. I fancy not, Madam, — l ſuppoſe 
your Ladyſhip does not know that theſe are the Writings 
of your Son Johnny's Eitate, by him the faid Fob 
this very Day ſtolen out of your Cabinet ; which, be- 
cauſe I am his Guardian, I will thus re-put into my 
Pocket. 

I. Man. Nenſter ! You his Guardian 
V. Ra. At your Service, Madam. 

IL. Man. You dare not tell me ſo 

V. Ra. ©! I have a great deal more to tell you, 
Madam ; I mult have a thouſand Pound out of your 
Hands To-morrow Morning, to put him and his Wife 
into a handiome Equipage. 

I. Man. His Wife 

Y. Rau, His Wife, Madam; ſhe has had as good an 
Education, as your Ladyſhip's Service could afford. 
Lettice, I think her Name is. 

I. Man. Undone! Undone! 

Ala. Ha! Madam, what's the Matter now? 

IL. Ian. Oh! my Child's ruin'd for ever. 

Y. Pa. That's as you pleaſe, Madam. 

L. Man. What ſays the Monſter? _. 

Y. Ra. That your Son, Madam, fhall not be ruin'd, 
provided you will promiſe me not to marry that old 
Fellow, unleis he ſigns my Settlement. In ſhort, 
\adam, upon that Condition, I will not only re- 

gn 
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fign your Son and his Fortune into your Hands again: 
But, I will likewiſe engage to find a lawful Expedient 
to diſannul his Marriage; which, if you don't imme- 
diately comply with me, ſhall be an eternal Secret; ſo 
ev'n let him ſquander away his Eſtate as he pleaſes, I'll 
make a Shift to glean a handſome Livelihood out on't, 
J warrant you. 

Fr. Nay, Madam, this is a very generous Propo- 
fal ; now, if your Son's ruin'd, you're the Occaſion of it. 
L. Man. Sir, I beſeech you, don't name it: III 


not believe a Word he ſays, 1 dare ſwear this is all 


a Sham, a poor Pretence, only to get his Ends of me. 

Maj. Nouns! Madam, you have nick'd it: But, if 
it were true, let me alone to manage him; I know 
him by Experience. Why, the Dog had the Impu- 
dence other Day to ask me to lend him Fifty Pounds; 
and in leſs than a Quarter of an Hour, I brought him 
down to Three and Six-pence. 

L. Man. No, Devil, I ſhall hear of nothing but Re- 
venge. 

V. Ra. Nay then, Madam, tis time for me to pro- 
vide for myſelf ; here cames one I am ſure will ſtand 
by me. 

Enter Johnny «<vith Lettice, and one in a Parson“ 
Habit. 

Zeb. Toll, loll, loll ! a Hey ! where's Brother- 
Father-in- Law ? [ Singing. 

V. Ra. Ha! my little Imp of Lewdneſs! how doſt 
thou? 

Jeb. How do I ? why, I'm married, Boy! How 
ſhou'd I do? 

V. Ra. Give you Joy, Madam. [Saluting Lettice. 

L. Man. What do I fee ? Undone ! Undone ! 

Maj. Hum! The Prieſt there too; nay, then Miſ- 


Wick is not far off.  [Afiae. 
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Jab. Well, but hark'e John, how do my Mother 
and you agree? What, ben't you married yet? 

Y. Ra. O dear Squire ! no, nor am 1 like to be; 
the is juſt going to be married to my Father. 

Fob. iin een 
you, you did not know her? Did not I tell you fo? 


Look'e John, there are two Things ſhe never kept 


in her Life, and that is a Faſt-Day and a Pro- 
miſe ; to my certain Knowledge her Word is but 
Wind, and Icod ſhe no more values to break one 
than t'other. 


Y. Ra. Well, Squire, it ſhall never trouble me, 


as long as I ſuffer upon your Account; for to 
tell you the 'I'rvtn, the real Occafion of her Dif 
carding me, M my friendly Promotion of your 
Marriage: Bac, there's a very eaſy Way to re- 
ward my Service, Which is, that upon Condition 
my Father will fign this Writing, you will ge- 
2 condeſcend to chuſe him for your Guar- 


2 Pll do't, an't were ten Times more to ſerve 
; let's ſee the Writing, Il do't Icod. 
v. Ra. There, Sir. [Gives them to him. 
Joh. Look'e, Sir, —— You Mr. —— 
Mr. John's Vather here; I don't know what your 
Name is, not I; but if you think fit, d'ye fee, to ſign 
this Paper, Vil make you my Guardian That's 
all I have to fay to you: So take and look 
it over. 
Maj. Let's ſee, my dear Lad. 
Y. Ra. Madam, I am ſenſible a Word from you 
wou'd finiſh the Buſineſs ; if you will ſtand my 
Friend, I am ſtill ready to diſannul your Son's Mar- 
riage. [ Hide to L. Manlove. 


L. Man. 
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L. Man. Alas! Heaven knows, I would do it, were 
there but a Poſſibility of your making your Words true. 

Y. Ra. Madam, this Gentleman's Word and Honour 
ſhall be your Security. 

Fr. Madam, I'll engage for him. 

L. Man. Well, I find it is in vain to contend with 
him; therefore, dear Major, ſign it immediately, and 
from this Moment, all I have is yours. 

Maj. O Madam! a Word from you would make 
me do Ten Times more. [Signs it.] There, Ned, you 
are obliged to ſee him perform Articles ; if he keeps his 
Word, much good may it do him. 

Y. Ra. Come, Squire, are you contented this Gen- 
tleman ſhall marry your Mother, and be your Guardian ? 

Job. Yes I be; and ſo let him take my Writings — 
and pray don't ye cheat me now; it's for John's Sake, 
I tell you that 

V. Ra. Madam, now to diſſipate your Fears: In one 
Word, I muſt tell you, that your Son John here, my 
Brother Ele&, is not married. 

L. Man. How, not married! You over-joy me, Sir: 
Make it appear, and you ſhall never want a Friend 
of me. 

Job. What a Devil makes you raiſe ſuch a Lye now? 

Y. Ra. Prithee, dear Squire, don't interrupt us. 

Job. I will terrupt you then; what do you ſhove me 
for ? I be married, ſo I be; yes I be, I be. 

V. Ra. Silence! Come, Mrs. Lertice, pray ſatisfy my 
Lady, and this good Company, concerning your ſup- 
pos'd Marriage with this young Gentleman. 

Fob. Ay, ay, do let her ſpeak, with all my Heart ; 
ſee who will prove the Lyar, Mr. Jab. 

Lett. Well, Squire, ſince I muſt ſpeak then, I de- 
clare before my Lady and this good Company, that 1 
neither am your Wife, nor ever will be. BY 
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Y. Ra. Now, Squire, what fay you ? 

Job. I fay ſhe lies ſhe is my Wife, and you 
know it well enough, and the Parſon knows it too: 
What a Rope did I give him Two Crown pieces for ? 

Maj. Nouns ! I don't know what to make of this 
Buſineſs ; one ſays Ay, and t'other ſays No _—e. Prithee, 
dear Domine, put us out of our Pain : Come, anſwer to 
the Queſtion, Are they married or not ? 

Foot. T muſt confeſs, Sir, at my Maſter's Requeſt, I 
did mumble over a Parcel of Words, that fatisfied the 
young Squire, as well as if they had been Canonical : 
But to convince you that it was not in my Power to do 
him any Injury that Way, I am no Parſon, but your 
Worſhip's humble Servant and Footman, Tom Skhip- 
kennel. [Throws off his Gown. 

Y. Ra. Trufty Tom, at your Service, Madam. 

L. Man. Well, dear Sir, this was kindly done of 


you. 
Lett. Madam, I beg your Ladyfhip's Pardon: I muſt 
confeſs I had like to have married my young Mafter ; 
but Mr. Rat ſoon convinc'd me, what an uneaſy Life 
1 muſt have expected from your Ladyſhip and the reſt 
of his Relations: But to fatisfy you, Madam, that I 
never intend to have any 'Thoughts of him as long as 
I live, Mr. Rai has been pleaſed to give me his 
Bond, to pay me Thirty Pounds a Year during Life, 
provided I immediately leave the Town, and go and 
live with my Friends in the Country ; which I faithfully 
promiſe your Ladyſhip to perform To-morrow Morn- 
ing; and ſo, dear Squire, pray wiſh me a good 
Journey, as I do you a better Wife, and many happy 

Days. | | 
- Foh. What will you leave me now? Are theſe 
your Tricks? Pray give me my Purſe again, fince 
you won't marry me, young Gentlewoman ! You ſhall 
have 
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have no fine Cloathies, Pl tell you that; give me my 
Purſe, will ye. 

L. Man. Sirrah, let her alone ; that Purſe you pur- 
loin'd from me, and ſhe ſhall keep it : Nay, to reward 
her Honoſty, I'!] preſent her with this Ring, as an 
Earneſt of my future Kindneſs. 

Lett. I humbly thank your Ladyſhip. 

Job. What! and fo I am to be cheated out of my 
Money too: Tnis is a long of you, Mr. John. 

V. Ra. Come, come, Squire, don't be troubled ; 
when you want Money, come to me: In the mean 
time, hark in your Ear, I have a pretty young Wench 
in my Eye for you —— ſhe will be in Tawn in two or 
three Days Mum ! 

Job. Pſha! what do I care for a Wench, if I can't 
have her when I have a Mind to it ! Ad, I thought to 
have had ſuch a Night on't now ! and now the Parſon 
has ſaid Grace, you tell me I ſhall go to Dinner a Month 
hence. 

Y. Ra. Why then, to ſtay your Stomach, go with 
me to the laſt Act of the Play, and Til ſhow you one 
that never deny'd a Man twice in her Life. 

Job. Ay, fo you fay ! but I warrant ſhe will pull me 
by the Hair, if I offer to meggle with her. 

V. Ra. Come, come, I'll ſtand your Friend; ob- 
ſerve what I fay to your Mother ——<—<DJ—Madam, your 
Son is ſenſible of his Error, and defires your Ladyſhip 
will take him into Favour again ; from this time he has 
promiſed never to diſobey you. 

Job. No, no more I won't indeed, Mother, if you 
— but let me go with Mr. John to fee the Play To- 

ight. 

L. Man. Well, be obedient for the future, and no 
reaſonable Freedom ſhall be denied you. 

Job. Oh, Lord! thank you, dear Mather; I am 

glad 
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ghd we are Friends again: Lord! I am fo glad ! won't 
ye buſs me, Mother ? [Kiſſes ber. 

Y. Ra. So, now I hope we are all Friends. 

Fr. Well, Major, are you ſatisfied that your Son has 
perform'd his Articles? Shall I deliver him the Writing ? 

Maj. Why the Dog has done ſomething for't, that's 
the Truth on't; though I will lay Fifty Pound, I 
have Seven to Four upon't before 'T'o-morrow Morn- 
ing. 
Y. Ra. Well, Sir, I wiſh you Joy, and thank you 
for my Settlement ; tho' it's an Hundred to One, the 
World will think you have given it me, becauſe you 
could not help it. 

Maj. Ay, and I warrant, Dacky, they will be apt 
to ſay too, that thou art as well fatisfy'd, as if I had 
given it thee with a Good-will. 

V. Ra. Ay, People will out with their bold Truths 
now and then: You ſee, Sir, the ſtrange Power of a 
little Money ; but now it's very probable you and I may 
be good Friends as long as we live: But when old 
Gentlemen expect their Sons ſhou'd love them heartily, 
without an hearty Allowance, it's a Sign they have more 
Money than Wiſdom : Where Fathers are cloſe-filted, 
and think the Want 


Of Werldly Bleſſing does their Sent no Wrong, 
Thoſe Sans will think fuch Fathers live too ling. 


[ Exeunt. 
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40 Gentleman Dancing-Maſter. 
41 Country Lafles. 
42 Ambitious Step Mother 
43 Ulyſſcs. 

44 Conſtant Couple, 
45 Abra Mule, 

49 Love in a Wood, 

; 47 Siege 
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47 Siege of Damaſcus, 

48 Anatomiſt. 

49 Mariamne. 

50 George Barnwell. 
51 Royal Convert. 

52 Provok'd Husband. 

53 Wild Gallant. 

54 Love's Laſt Shift. 
55 Rival Ladies. 

56 Plain Dealer. 

-7 Indian Queen. 

58 88 

59 Indian Emperor. 

60 Journey to London. 
61 Eſſay on Dramatick Poeſy. 

62 Falſe Friend. 

63 Maiden Queen. 

64 Miſtake. 

65 Sir Martin Mar-all. 

66 Country Houſe. 

67 Tempeſt. 

68 Venice Preſerv'd. 

69 Evening Love. 

70 Country Wife. 

71 Tyrannick Love. 

72 Alcibiades. 

73 Conqueſt of Granada, Part J. 

74 Ximena, or the Heroick Daughter. 
75 Conqueſt of Granada, Part II. 

76 Love makes a Man. 
77 Marriage A-la-mode. 
7 * Officer. 


79 Aſſignation 
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79 Aſſignation. 

80 Inconſtant. 

81 Amboyna. 

82 Cyrus the Great. 
83 State of Innocence. 
84 Beaux Stratagem. 
85 Aurengzebe. 5 
86 Rover. 

87 All for Love. 

88 Devil of a Wife. 
89 Fatal Secret. 
9o Twin Rivals. 

91 Limberham. 

92 Sir Harry Wildair. 
93 Oedipus. | 
94 King Arthur, 

95 Love and a Bottle. 
96 Troilus and Creſſida. 
97 Stage Coach. 

98 Richard III. 

99 Duke of Guiſe. 
100 Refuſal. | 

101 Spaniſh Fryar. 
102 Albian and Albainus, 
103 Cæſar in Egypt. 
104 Don Sebaſtian. 
105 Don John. 

106 Amphytrion. 

107 Country Wit. 

108 Cleomenes. 

109 Philotas. 

110 Love Triumphant. 


111 Jane 
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111 Jane Shore. 

112 Don Carlos. 

113 She wou'd and ſhe wou'd not. 
114 Friendſhip in Faſhion, 
115 Love in a Riddle. 
116 Titus and Berenice, 
117 Tunbridge Walks. 
118 Biter. 

119 Lady's laſt Stake. 
120 Jane Gray. 

121 Nonjuror. 

122 Timon of Athens. 
123 What d'ye call it. 

124 Gameſter. 

125 Wonder. 

126 Cruel Gift. 

127 Apparition. 

128 Double Gallant. 

129 Cæſar Borgia. 

130 Conſtantine the Great. 
131 Xerxes. 

132 Sophonisba. 

133 Comical Lovers. 

134 Woman's Wit. 

135 Perolla and Izadora. 
126 Rival Fools. 

137 Venus and Adonis. 
138 School-Boy. 

139 Lying Lovers. 
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